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PROLOGUE. 
Eligious Broyles to ſuch a height ave grown, TTY 
Al the ſweet ſound of Poetry they drown.” 

Were Orpheus hereghis Lute might 8/7 26 our Beaſts, 

Our Maſtiffs, not our Rabble, or our Prieſts. 

Good Heaven! Sirs | are there no other ways 

To damn the Pope, but damnÞPug all our Plays ? 

To our Religion 'tis 'no-Praiſe' at all; © 

That, if our Wit muſt ſtand, our Faith muſt fall. 

All parties in a Play-Flouſe may agree, 

The Stage is priviledg'd from Piety. 

Tis pleaſant, Sirs, to ſee you fight and brawl! 
About Religion, but have none at all. 

Moſt fiercely for the Road to Heaw'n contend, 
But never care to reach the Fourneys end. 
Though you loſe Heaven, you will, keep the Way, 
The Pope ſha'#t have you, though the Devil may. 
Theſe things ſuch buſineſs for the Criticks find, 
They re not at leaſure Poetry to mind, 

Well for the Poet tis they're ſo employ'd; 

Elſe this poor Work of his wou'd be deſtroy'd. 
For 9 his feeble Skill "tis built alone, 

The Divine Shakeſpear did not lay one Stone. 
Befides this Tragedy a Rod will prove, 

To whip us for a Fault, we too much Love, 
And" have for ages livd, calld Civil Strife . 
The Engliſh Nation, like a Ruflian Wife, 

[s. to a gentle Husband always curſt, 

And loves him beſt, who uſes her theworſt. 

This Poet, ( _ in Colours faint) 
Thoſe ſcurvy Foys does in all Poſtures Paint 

Fools take in Sh out each others Bratns : 


A joy, for which this Nation oft takes pains. 
If any like the Nlls he ſhews to day, 
Let thembe damn'd and let them damn the Plays 
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ACT.I SCENE IL 


4 xa of Fighting \, « Shout for Piftory. 
Emer Cade and bis Rabble. 


Cade. —_ my dead lead Subject into the Thames. || 
Now ſay, what placeis this ? w 
| Butch. *Tis ine pm "I 
Cade, Then am 1 2forti ofthisCity 

And here, I, ſitting upon: 
Declare, this is the firſt Fr of our Reign: 
. SoIcommand the Conduits all Piſs Claret ; 

AndI over it Treaſon now for any man 
To call me _—_—y than Lord Mortimer. Wa 
= GALT AB NTT Þ TC ITT 
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Sould. Fack, Cade, Packt- 

Cade. Knock downthat 

Butch. If he has wit, I he 
F ack, Cade again. © 


F 


F THEMISERIES 
| Cade. Ithink he has fair warning. 
Enter # Cobter, with + Servomer, 


Cob. My Lord ! my Lord ' 
Cade. Well ſaid, a nab robo: 


Cob," hiyecarchfY a (tthg Boyes Cayjies.. 
Cade, Oh?" theres a Vil ! a pter of Youth. 
Cob. He hasa Book in's f pred Letters in't. 
Cade. Then he's a Conjurer. 
Cob. He can write Bills, and Bonds, and Obligations, to bind 
People to undo themſelves, #1d pay Money, whether they 


Can or no; ſucha Rogue is gat, toundo a Nation. 


Cade. Pm ſorry for | ity % + 45 —_ hes APLoPer fellow : 
He ſhall not dyevnleſs Ind im Gui ilty.- 

Cob. He ſhall dig, Guilty'&# wt Gniſty; Lbrought hit to be 
Hang'd, and [will not loſe my 24 I Tove hatiing, there's 
Never any hanging, but I leave my Stall to go ſee ir. 
Hanging-day is my holy-day, and 1 will keep Coblers noly-day. 

Cade, We'll hang him, but we*tt examine trim firft. 

Cob. No havg him firſt, for now no man WAY contels, 

Till after he's hang” Pf b 

Cade. I will examine him. ——Sirrah, p what's thy Name : f 

Scriv. Emaniuet,”.. 

Cob. Emannel ! 
That's a ſtrange Name, Friend CE hard with you. 

on. Let wy alone! Friend, doſt thou write thy Name, 
Or uſea mark likeaptzig honeſt: bo Len! 

Scriv. Sir. Ithank Heavenj:! | hve yraſon el beer, 


That 1 can write my name. 2917 


All. He has confg (61 19 b1 '; A II np 
He's a ſtranger, Fw a Vilas 


Cade. Hang him with hjs Rs Bhi his TY 
Enter orhers with ths Lad Say Prifer oner s . ; 


eRIUEL Vs by 


My Lord, my Lord, a prize awe like hwy TALIY 


Here's the Lord Say: wa fallghe Townes in Frazce, 
And made us pay one and twenty Fifteens 
And a ſhilling to the pound, laſt Ye. 
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| Come —_ oWergfet WET. 

IL our Mightineſs, for giving up our owns 
Monſieur Baſimecu,the Dolphin of France ? 


it known unto thee, Traytor,by theſe preſents, 4 
ven 
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Of CIVTLW AR. 
Even by the preſence of my ſelf, Lord Mortimer, 
That I will ſweep the world clean of ſack filth. 
Thou Trayteronly kaſt built a Grammar-5Schoo], 
To debauch all the youth, and whereas formerly 
Our Grandſiers us'd no Book, but Score and Tally, 
Thou haſt caus?d wicked Printing to beng'd, 
And contrary to the King, his Crown and Dignity, 
Haſt built a Paper-Mill. It will be prov'd 
That thou haſt Seryatits talk of Nouns and Verbs, 
And ſuch-vile Words no Chriſtian ere can here. 
Thou haſt apPOthey Jes of Peace, 
To call poor menbefore *em, about matters 
They cou'd not anſwer; yes, and thou haſt hang'd **tm, 
Becauſe they cou'd not read. OR 
Cob. There was a Villain? $20" VNNE A 
Cade. Thou rid*ſt upon a foot-cloth, doſt thon not ? 
Say. Well what of that ? | q 
Cade. Why is it not a ſhame OI 
Thy Horſe ſhou'd weare a Cloak, when honeſt men 
Goin their Hoſe and Doublets ? WBUE 
Say. Well, 1 find 
You men of Kent ——— 
All. What of us men of Kent? 
Say. T hat Kent is, bona terra mala gens. v 
Cade. Bold Traytor, he ſpeaks Latin in my preſence. 
Go hang him, hang him. 1 - #14 
Say. Hear me,Country-men. * | © 
Cade. Hear Latin! Villain? hang him. '* **-/ | 
All. Hang him, hang him. —— - [They drag him ayay- 
Butch. We'll hang up every man thatcan ſpeak Latin. 
Cade. Well counlePd Butcher, counſel d like a Bureher. 
We will, and more, for they are but few. 
Tay. We'll hang up any man that canſpeaKk French. 
ForPma Tayleur, and there is no man 
That can ſpeak French will let me work a ſtitch for ?em. 
' Cob. Well hang up all the Lords and Gentlemen. 
Spare none but ſuch as go in clouted ſhoes 3 
For I'm a Cobler, arfd live by thoſe. 
Tay!. But by your favour, Sir, I ama Taylor 
And, Sir, 1ive by Lords and Gentlemen; 
1 only wou'd hang thoſe that owe me money, 
And will not pay me. 
Cade. Why, tho ſtiching Coxcomb ! - 
We will be Lords and Gentlemen our ſelyes. 


Tayl. Oh ! that's another thing. : 
” B 2 Cadets 


. 
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Cade. Another thing Li x 
What do we fight for elſe, you filly, Raſcal ? | 

Cob. *Tis true, my; Lord, we ought to be Great-men, 

For itis ſaid, Labour 1a thy Vocation : 4 
That 1s, let Magiſtrates be labouring-men, 
Therefore we lab'ring men ought to be Maziſtcates ; 
And | will be Lord Cobler,y and a Counſellor, 

Carp. Ple be Lord Carpenter, for *tis a ſhame 
That none of the Kings Council are good Workmen. 

Cob. The Lords, forſooth ſcorn to wear leather Aprons. 

Cade. We'll make ?em glad to go in leather Aprons. 

Butch. We'll ſtick?em all, and we'll be Lords our ſelves. 

T ayl. I'll be contented to be but a Knight. 

Cob. Shall we not ſpare the Lords that are our friends, 
Such as thy Couſin Plantagenet, and others ? 

Cade. No Lord is our Friend, you Fool, they meerly chouſe us. 

Butch. How! meerly chounſe us ? | 

Cade, I ſay meerly chouſe us. | 
All the fine words and money that they give us 
Isnothing elſe but buying of Calves-heads, hy, 

Butch. My Cleaver then ſhall chonſe ?em of their Brains. 

Cade. When they have done with us, they*l turn us of. 

Bitch. Here are brave Knaves. 

Tiy!. His Honour underſtands ?em. 

Cob. I Gad, my Lord's a devilifh parlous Fellow. 
Prethee, my Lord, what ail's theſe plaguy Lords 
To keep this coyl,, when they have a power 0? money, 
Brave Lands, and gallant Wenches to their Wiyes ? 

Cade. Pll tell thee Tom the Cobler,here's my ſhoe; 
Doſt thou believe my ſhoe, if it had wit, - 
Wow'd carry me up and down all day 7th dirt; 


--- Ordoſt thouthink my Breeches wou'd be ſat on, 


Or Doublet cloath my Back,: and by that means 
Be often cudgelPd, if they had any witz _ 
No, if they had any wit, they would be Caps. 

Cob, True, but thy worſhip's Cap is ſometimes cudgelPd- 
I have known thy Honour have a broken pate. 

Cade. Ay but pride feels no hurt. ſo ſome great Lords 
Are trodden under foot like dirty. ſhoes, | 
Some hang like Doublets on the Nations back, 
And ſomelike Breeches only on the tay]. 
But by their good wills they would all be Caps, 
And fo wou'd you my friends if you be wiſe. 

Cob. Well all be Caps. 

All. All Caps, all Caps, all Caps. 

Caae. 


Cade If you'll be Caps, hang all Lords and Gentlemen, 
And all rich Citizens. . 71090 1.42. 

Buxch, How, all rich Citizens ?.. + -/ 

Prithee my Lord, they are my parti cular-Friends, 
They buy more Meat, than all the Lords in England. 
Andthen they promiſethey?ll do great things for us, 
If we will help*em to redreſs their Grievances. 

Cad. Butcher, thoſe promiſes are but a meer cheat, 
Theſe men puffthee, juſt as thou blowſt thy Veal, 
Only to make thee ſwell for their own ends. 

Butch. Arethey ſuch Knaves ? 

Cade. Ohthey are notorious Knaves, © 
They cheat the Town,their Wives, themſelves, and us. 
They ſit up nightly a Plotting, and Caballing, 
So Cheat their Wives of due benevolence, 

They leave their Shops a-days, for State-Afairs, 

So cheat themſelves of money they might get, 

And cheat the Town of Trade that it might have, 
And laſt they mean to cheat us of our Necks, 

Put us on Plots for them, then have ug hang'd. 

Now my good ſubjects we are bound in Conſcience, 
To take their Wives and give ?emdue Benevolence, 
To take their Shops, and givethe Town it's due, 
To hang the men, and give the Rope it's due, 

And ſo we ſhall be very honeſt fellows. 

All. Ay,Ay,we ſhall be very honeſt fellows. 

Cob. In ſhort well ha? no Trades but Eating, and 
Drinking. We'll have ſeven half-penny Loaves 
For a Farthing, and a Pint-pot ſhall hold a 
Gallon; and ſo let us about our hanging work. 

Cade. Go, Subjects, go, but pray remember one thing, 
To hang the Lawyers when your hand is in. 

Cob. 1 warrant thee, my Lord, we'll hang the Lawyers : 
But now 1 think on't they wear out 
Abundance of Shoo-leather in going to Weſt- 
AMinfter-Hall,and employ Coblers much. 

Beſides they help to undo Lords, and Gentlemen. 

But now I think ont we can-undo *'m 

Faſt enough our ſelves, by burning their Houſes, 

And taking their Lands. The Lawyers 

Have a ſure way of undoing em, butit*'s more tedious, 
Ours is moſt quick, and as ſure; 

Sa we ſhall have nouſe o'the Lawyers, 

And fo lets hang 'em. 


And for that reaſon too 
| Let's 
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Let's hang the Doctors and Pothecaries. 

For though they do kill Gentry pretty well, 

Yet we have a better, quicker way 

By knocking ?em o* the head. _ | 

Cade. Subjects,hang the Doors and Pothecaries,but 
Hang the Lawyers firſt, for fear th 
Hang you—— for when you have ha 
A thouſand broken heads, and ſettled all things, 

As right as you wou'd with, a Roguy Lawyer 
W:1] ruine all again with a meer quirk. 

Cob. A quirk ! what's a quirk ? 

Cade. -—A quik———- why tis a- quirk — 

Cob. Well, but what is a quirk ? 

Butch, What's matter what a. quirk is ? I know 
What my Lord means by quirk. 

Cob. Do you ſo,Sir : 'Thenyou area Scholar are .. 
You? Sir, as little learning as this has made 
Many a man a Prieſt, you deſerve to have 
Your brains beaten out. 

Butch. My brains ? 

' Cade. Hold Cobler and Butcher ! Civil VVars 
Among our ſelves. 

Cob. 1 hate Scholars, I will have no man live 
Among us that knows more than [. 

But I wou'd know what a quirk 1s. 

Cade. Doſt know what an Awl is ? 

Cob. [ think I do. 

Cade. Then as thou boreſt holes in ſhoes with 
Thy Awl to mend *em, Lawyers with quirks bore 
Holes in Eſtates to mar *em. 

Cob. Oh ! Oh?! 

Cade. For this, and other reaſons hang the Lawyers. 
They ſtrive to make the Subjects break the Law, 
And then they make the Law break all the Subjects, 
And cunningly they make ſuch rotten Laws, | 
That men mult break ?em all ſpite of their Teeth, 
We ſend (you know ) ſometimes men to make Laws, 
And there theſe men fit batching Laws and Laws, 
And as they think hatch ſound and wholeſome Laws : 


A plaguy Lawyer gets his finger in, 


And puts ſuch ſcurvy quirks into the Law, 
T hat when *tis hatch'd, I Gad the rotten Law 
Fall's all to pieces like a pocky Child. 


Butch. 


Df CIVIEWAR 
Butch. There are pure Knayesfor you, ſince they 
Are for - quirks, oy + moth 
We'll go and put ſuch quirks in the Inns of Court 
Shall tumble them all down about their ears. - -- -- 
Cade. Do, honeſt ſubje&ts,do. 
Cob. We will, my Lord. ; 
And prithee let thy mouth be all the Lay. ; 
Cade. Cobler well ſaid, my month ſhall be the Law, 
For all the Law of England is but month ; 
When you are atlaw, it rs notthe'beſt cauſe, © 
But the beſt mouth that always carries it. 
Cob. Prithee let thy motith be Weftminſter- Hall, 
And my mouth ſhall be PanPs : TEL! 
For we ha* no uſe o* Churethes, nor Steeples, 
Nor Prieſts, the chief uſe o? Prieſts is to cat 
Pig, 'we can eat Pig as well as they. 
Cade. Wehave no uſe © the Inns of Conrt, or Tower, 
Pluck down the Tower, and burn all the Records, 
Why ſhouw'd we keep 
Mouldy Records of what our Grandſiers did ? 
For we do what we will for all our Grandfiers 
On London bridge hang Traytonrs heads, - and quarters. 
Theſe are Records too, but who minds Records ? 
Burn all Records Records ooo 


AR. Burn all Records. Ns ror 45 j © 


Cade. Who ſounds a parley there's 
Enteria Sonldier- 


Soul. One from theKing/ 70 
Cade. Well let hjm come, Pdartcareif Hpeak with him. 


Enter Old LordClifford. wy 


Well what's thy buſineſs with me ? 
Old Cl. Thou vile Rebel, ; 
VVhydoſt thou thus diſturb the King, and Kingdome ? 


Cade.Thou Fool,to haye my own, Im heir to the Crown. 


Old Cl. Impudent Slave,thy Father wasa Plaiſterer. 


Cob. Yes, and his Mother was a Midwife, what's that ? 


Cade. VVell, Adam was a Gardiner, what's that ? 
Fay, did not Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March 


Marry 


OO EI, OC ON eee UE Om JE Oe EEE IT 
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Marry the Daughter 0? the Duke of Clarence ? 
01dCI. He did, Sir Clown, and what is that to you? 
Cade. By her he had two Childrenat a Birth; 

The Elder of *em being wi to Nurſe, 

Was ſtole away by a th g Beegar: -woman, 

(Like a damn? curſed :2de) and by that means | 

The Princely Infant was bred up a Brick-layer, 

And Pm the Princely Off-ſpring of that lofant. 
01d Cl. Plantagenet invented this fine ſtory. 
Cade. You lye, for 1 inventedit my ſelf. - 
01d C1. 1am ſent by the King to offer pardon 

Toall that will forfake thee, an go home. 

VV hat ſay you Countrymen, will you be happ 


And leave this Rogue, or followhim and be ned? ? 


All. 1don't know what to thinkon't? - [Al wntter- 
Cade. Are you mnttering ? 
VVhy, you damn'd fools, will you believe a Lord? 
Do they not often run into your Debts, 
And premiſe payment, and ne're keep their words? 
Do they not often with fine promiſes 
Delude your Daughters,and whenthey have enjoyed them, 
Do they e're keep their words? Then follow me. 
All. A Gs a Cade! we'll follow thee, Fack, Cade. 


Old.Cl.Yowll follow Cade ? pray whither,to the Gallows? 
He has'no other. home to lead you to. 


He knows not how to live but by the ſpoils; - 

But ſay that whilſt yon robb and kill your BOT 

The fearful French Ad you but lately vanquiſht, 

Shou'd make a ſtart o*re Seagand' vanquiſh you; 

Had you not better go and ſpoil the French, 

And the King pay you too for your good ſervice, 

Than hereRebel;-,and the King hang you all 

For Rogues, or worſe, t e French come make you ſlaves? 
All. |don't know what to think on Yo—_ LAI matter. 
Cade. Again muttering ?_ +. CG 

VINOM ever truſt ſuch curſed whifling Raſcals; F 


Enter young Cliford, and Folomert. 2 | y: WY 


"1 WW 


Ye. Cl. What are you doing, my Lord ? treating wi Raſcals: ? 
It were too vile anOffice for a Scavenger, 1c 


Toſweep ſuch dirt into che Common ſhore 2, 
And zreyou treating with*em ? Nay, and. treating. 
inthe Kings name too# very fine indeed, .., - 

The King muſt barter for his Crown with Raſcals, 


1 VVhat- 
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What ever price the Villains make him pay, 
Though his Crownſhou'd be dear, himſelf is cheap, 
I withno Tongue but this will talk to Rebels. 
Draws, all fight on tha Stage. Ex, 

The Scene a Tent. Enter King Henry. 


Hen. Never had King leſs joy in Throne than, 
Nor more misfortune. Heaven was pleas'd to ſet 
My Cradle on the top of humane Glory, 

Where 1 lay helpleſs, open toall Storms. 

My Childiſh hand, not able to ſupport 

My Fathers Sword, dropt the viftorious point, 
And let fall all the Lawrels that adorn'd it, 

And French and Engliſh fell a ſcrambling for 'em, 
So loſt [ France z nowam I threatned too 

By wicked Rebels, with the loſs of Ewgland. 
Cade and his Rebels drive me from my City, 
Plantagenet ſeek's to drive me from my Kingdom. 


Enter the Queen, and ber Train. 


Qu. Take comfort, Sir, I bring you happy tidings. 
The Villain Cade is kill'd by brave young Chfford. " 
Hen. Killd ! 
2%. Kill'd, andall the Rebels beg your mercy. 


Hen. Oh ! Heav'n accept my vows of thanks and praiſe. 


But ha! here comes his gallant Father weeping. 
Enter Old Clifford. 


Ol. Cl. Yes Sir, I weep, but 1weep tears of Joy, 
For | am cruſh'd between two mighty Joyes ; 
Your Royal ſafety, and my Sons ſucceſs. 

But here he is,to tell you his own ſtory. 


Enter Young Clifford. 


Yo. Cl. Sit, 1 moſt humbly here preſent your Majeſty 
The Head of the notorious Rebel Cade. | 


Hen. Oh! Gallant Clifford, how ſhall Ireward thee ? 


Yo. Cl. 1 fought not for rewards, or if I did, 
I ought to end my work, e*re I be paid, 
I have only now pull'd down a paltry Scaffold, 
On which Plantagenet deſign*d to climbe, 
T obuild his Txaytrous Projects: 
C 
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Hen. True indeed, 
He is approaching me with a great Army ; 4 
But he gives out he only does intend | 
To Urive away from me ſome wicked Miniſters. 

Yo. Cl. The conſtant vizard of Rebellion. , 
Rebellion is ſo foul and grim a Monſter, 
That thoſe that mount the horrid Beaſt, are forc?d 
To cover it all o're with gaudy Trappings..”; -. 
They mark it in the Forehead with white ſtares, NR 
Pretences Heavenly, and Innocent. 

Qs. Sir, he has told yon a molt excellent truth. 

Hen. 1 muſt confeſs I like not to have Subjects 
Preſent their Kings Petitions upon Pikes. _ 

Old Cl.. Sir, letthe Rebels come, we are prepar'd: 


Enter an Officer. 


Offi. A Trumpet from Plantagenet craves audiences. 
Hen. Admit him. 


Enter the Trumpet: 


Trum. Royal Sir, the Duke my maſter 
Does beg admiſſion to your Kingly preſence, 
To give you the true Reaſon of his arming, 
And prove his Loyalty. 
Q4. Juſt as we thought. _. | 
Hen. Gotell my Coin, ſince he (Gets ſo fair, IRON RO 
He ſhall have free acceſs andall kind uſage. Exit. T#nm. 
Old Cl. What do you mean Sir ? 
Hen. To throw far from my ſelf 
The guilt of all the ill that may enſue. 
He ſhall not ſay that I refugd-tohear, 
Or to redreſs any juſt grievances. 
Y. Cl. Sir, you wtil find your ſelf will be the arievance; 
The Tricks of theſe ambitious men are, firſt 
To poiſon all the People with diſloyalty, | 
And when they have made em lick, they tell *em nothing 
Can cure *em butfome flowers out ofthe Crown 3 
And ſo they.ſet the xabble raving for %em. 
Qi. Lord Clifford when the haughty rebelcon e's 
Arreſt him of High-Treaſon. 
O14 C!. I will doit, Madam- 


Enter 
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Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Richard, George: Plant. | 
kiſſes the Kings Hand. ' : S lant. kneels, and 


Hen. Welcome dear Couſin. Pray acquaint me fai Ki 
What do you mean by all the Triops on bring ? AT 
PI. Only to drive ſome Traytours from your preſence, 
2x. I know no greater Traytors than your ſelf. 
OldCl. Andtherefore 1 arreſt thee of High-Treaſor. 
Pl. Arreſt me! ha! Shall it be thus King Henry ? 
Hen. It ſhall not be, I promis'd him ſafe Conduct, 
Edw. My Lord, we'll be your Bail. 
Pl. See, I have Bail. : 
Lord Cl;ord, in whoſe name do you Arreſt me ? 
Old Cl. Inthe Kings Name, 
Pl. Then Fil unfold my ſelf. . 
Know hitherto Pve been like a dark Cloud, 
Where ſcorching heat has been ingendring Thunder: 
The grumbling and the rowling you have heard, 
But now the deadly bolt ſhall light among you. 
I am your King. 
Hen. Ha! | | 
Pl. Yes, I am Your King. 
I'm ſprung out of the Royal houſe of Clarence, 
Whom three uſurpers ofthe houſe of Laxcaſter 
Succeſlively have trodden under feet, 
Whilſt they have glittered in our RoyalGlory, 
Shone like falſe Diamonds in our royal Robes. 
QO. Now,Sir, are we convinc'd we told you truth. 
Pl. And my next Title is the only Claim; | 
Duke Herry,(for Pl! call him now no otherwiſe) 
Duke Henry borrows from his bloody Grand Father 
Henry the Fourth, ve twenty thouſand men, : 
But with this difference, Henry's Troops wereVillains 
Depoſers of their lawful Sov*ceign Richard, 
ine are defenders of their true King Richard, 


, Ianmy lf. Es 
Hen. Was ever ſuch Atnbitious 
Frenzy as this ? 


Y. Cl. Did not we tell you this ? 
Z4. And we will tell you more, obey yonr King 
I mean my Royal Father, or our Swords 
Shall turn the Arceſt of Treaſon on your ſelves. 


Old Cl. Surely you think you are among your Beauties, 4 
C 2 Amo- 
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Amorous Edward, there your Vigour lies. 
©. Let them admire thy boaſts, here thou art ſcorn'd. 
E4. Tis ſaid when the brave Duke of Sf9lk liv'd, 
Queen Margaret would hot. contemn a Lover. 
Pm young, and love, but yet I amnot ſtricken 
So blind with beauty, but 1 can diſcern 
Both the fair Kingdom, and the fair Qyecn Iye 
Sick of the impotence ofa Weak King. 
Qu. 11] manner'd inſolence ! 
Rich. Why do you talk 
To this poor wretched Neapolitan ? 
She and her Husband are fit for each other ;, 
He has no heart,” and ſhe no heart for him. 
Fortune loathed him as ſoon as e're ſhe ſaw him, 
Nor from his Cradle never wou'd endure him,. 
And her ſhe never did think worth her care. 
-."% Qu. Why! well ſaid ugly Crook-back ! ſpoken like 
Thy hideous horrid ſelf : 
I will not dothee ſo much goodto kill thee. 
Thy Soul cannot be worſe than where it is. 
Hen. He bears. about him what 15 more deform'd 
Than humane ſhape can be, his wickedneſs. 
Pl. F'veſhewed my right, and hereare my tliree Sons. 
To plead it with their Swords, now Ill produce 
My laſt and ſtrongeſt Title to the Crown, 
The ſword of the victorious Earl of Warwick, 
Call in the Earl of Warwick, . x 


Enter VVarwick... 


Wir. I am here 
Pl. Inform the ignorant world who is King of England; 
War. Whom my ſword pleaſes. od 
Hen. Thou againſt me Warwick !. 
What did*ft thou never ſwear Allegiance to me ? 
Wir. *Cauſel adored an idol once in ignorance, 
Muſt I ſtill do ſo, now I ſee my error ? 
Know Duke of Lancaſter (for you arenomore) 
Henry.your Grand Father murdered his King 
Richard the ſecond, not content with that, / - 
He trampled on the rights of the next heirs. 
Your Father warlick Henry, I conieſs, 
Had 1in deſert what he did want 1n Title. 
But merit makes no lawful claim to Crowns, 
For if it. did, I. wou'd be King of England. 


4 


But. 
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But 1 will tell you to your face, Duke Henry ; 
That you haye neither Title nor Deſert : 


He. 
0 Cl. Ct impudent of Traytours. 


T. Cl. 

War. Pil ſpeak truth, 
And value not the fury of you all. 
Your Father Herry was a Wall of ſteel 
Through which there was no paſling to the throne, 
But you are only a ſoft ſilken Curtain, 
Which with my hand or breath ll put aſide, 
And ſeat your ſelf King Richard in the Throne, 
For it is empty though the Duke be there, - 
The Duke is nothing, or ſuch poor thin ſoft ſtuff 
The Crown ſinks down in him, and is not ſeen. 

To. CI.W hat,have theſe Traytours conquer?d us already, 
They talk at this bold rate ? Thou Traytour Warwick /—.- 
Warwick? no!——-when thou didft unking thy King 
Thou mad'ſt thy ſelf a Groom ; by the ſame law, 

Thou trampleſt on thy King, a ſawcy Groom 
May ſet his dirty foot upon thy jaws, 
And tell thee they were made both of one Clay. 

War. The duke of Lancaſter's no King of mine. 

T. Cl. VVhence haſt thou this? fromL awyers, and from Scriblers 2? 
Say, the King's Grand-father Murther'd his King 
And damn'd his Soul for it, what's that to thee ? 

Say, our proſterity ſhou'd wrong each other, 

V Vhat muſt their Servants cudgel em to honeſty ? 

Oh ! But old ſtories cenſure the King's Title ; 

Are royal Robes made of ſuch raggs as Pamphlets ? 

Yes, when a beggar feign wou'd put *em on, 

One that wou'd beg the Kingdom from the people, 

And ſuch a beggar 1s Plantagenet. 

Oh ! but the lawyers like not the Kings Title: 

VV hat ſhall the lawyers be the Kingdoms Oracles, 
And judge their Kings, who ſpeak but as infpir'd 
By the Kings Image ſtampt upon his Gold ? 

Let the King give *em ſtore of goldenPictures 
And they will give him aſubſtantial citte. 

And then the Noble-men muſt be the Bayliffs 

To c£xecute the ſentence of the Coy le. 

Darn tv pedantick Treaſon; thou art as far 
From wit 4: 1,910ur, and that's far enough, 
VVhoitopps a River? head np, dne's the ſtream 3 \ 
T hou hait divided thy {£17 1: vmmhy King, 


Þ 
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The {pring of BE. ſo WS batt ad! h6tlour. : 5M (4237, 210V} 2-00 
But art a heap of dirty peſantty; © 9 (bi LI WBO 1 
Fit only to manure a brave mansfortune ; h 
A ſ{traying Beaſt, with the Devil's mark upon thee, 
Rebellion, and 111 ſend thee to thy owner. 
Ed. Whata fierce talker's this ? 
Wa. I laugh athim; 
All this loud noiſe and fury yan have heard, 
Is but the crackling of ſome burning thorns, 
That hedge the Duke, and they will ſoon be aſhes. 
Pl. No more Duke Her :ry, will you yield my Crown, 
Or ſhall we fall upon you. ? 
Hen. Mult it be ſo.? 
Let us not bloodily Butcher one another ; 
But fairly to the field, and there in Bat tle 
Make an Appeal to Heaven. 
Pl. With all my heart. 
Y. Cl. Then royal Henry, fixt on loyal Cliford, 
Stand likea Cedar on a Mountain top 
Securely rooted, and deſpiſe all ſtorms. 
Hen. My cauſe is fixt on Heav?n, for it is jult. 
War. Then found to Armes. 
All. To Armes, to Armes, to Armes.—-- . Exit 


ACT 1I. 


An Alarm: 


Enter Warwick and Souldiers chaſing others over the Stage. ' Enter Plan- 
tagenet, and Old Clifford fightins. O/d Clifford falls. 


P Arewell,old valiant Cliford, Iſhou?d now 
Be ſorry for thee, wer*t thou not my Enemy. . CEx. 
O!4Cl. Be ſorry for thy ſelf, thouart "Os, p 
Andl for loyalty die honourably. | 


Enter Young Clifford. 


ut 


Y. Cl. Shame and Confefon: all is on the rout. 
My men are fled or kill'd, and I alone 
Stand like a lofty Maſt, ſhewing my head 
Above the Waves, when all the Ship is funk, 
I cannot find my Father nor my King. IR 
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O14. Cl. Son !. 

Yo. Cl, 1 heard a voice refembling much 
My Fathers, very weak and faint it ſeemed, 
As he were far from me, or near. to death. 

OldCl. Son? 

Yo, CI. Ha! apain he calls! Oh! there helyes ! 
All weltring in his gore, gaſping for lite. 
Oh ! Father ! Father! ifthou haſt breath enough, _ 
Leave with me but the name of him. that wounded, thee | 
That 1 may give thee and myſelf ceyenge, 
And.FII prefer that glorious Legacy, 
Before the Eſtate and Honour which thou leav'ſt me 

O1.CL.Plantagenet gave'nie my. death '—Farewel— [Dyes. 

'E:Ct. Plantagenet gavethee thy.death Plantagenet...,1.” 
Then gave himſelf and all his race deſtruction. 
He kills our old. men, and I'll kill his Children. 
Henceforth I will not have to do-with pitty, 
Tears ſhall be tomeas the dew. to fire; 
T will be famous for inhumane cruelty, 
My Father hear's me not, he*s dead !. he's gone. 
Come thou new ruin ot Old C/ford's houſe, _ 
Plt bear thee on my ſhouldicrs as Anas 
Did old Axchiſes, but with this ſad difference, 
He bore a living Father, mine is dead,. | 
And ſo my burden and my grief is heavier. 


He takes his Father on his back, ad ging out meets "R King, FED and 
Souldiers. = 


O. Away, away, -Sir, what do you mean to ſtay? 
Alt'S loſt, you have no fafety Lut in ib gat. | 

Hen. My heart's Joeavy thar I cannot flye. 

©. Ha! who goes there ? Cliford thou art, I think: ' 

Yo. Cl. 1 am. 

Ou. What burden haſt tzowgn thy ſhoulde C's: 

Yo. Cl. I carry vengeance for Plantagenet. 

Hen. Plantagenet dead ? 

Yo. Cl. A braver hon:ſter man, 
My valiant loyal Fataer. 

Hen, Clifford dead ? 

Yo. Cl. Kill'd by Planta: Tenet. 

Qu. Take comfort Clifford. 
Well ſtreight to London, where we have pow'r enou2il 
Torevenge our ſclves and thee, and to aſſiſt us. 
The Parliament ſha'l meet apd raiſe the K Ingdomw.. 
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70. Cl. For your revenge raiſe Kingdoms and for mine, 
T'1l raiſe my ſelf, and Pll have bloody Vegeance, | 

PII kill Plartagener, and althis Sons 

That when he 15 dead he may not haye a Son. 

To bear him totiie grave, as I my Father ; 

And ſo cut off his memory from the Earth, 

Meet I but any Infants of his Houſe, 

Into as many gobbits will Icut*em 

As wild 44cdea didthe young Abſyrtzs, 

And 1 will ſtarve my men that they may-eat *em, 

And ſo let us about our ſeyeral buſineſs. _. Ext. 


A Shout of Viftory. Enter at one door Warwick,. at another Planta- 


genet, Edward, Richard, Souldiers, Plantagenet embraces 
VVarwick. 


Pl. Let me embrace the greateſt man that breaths. 
War. Pray ceaſe,my Lord, you know this does not pleaſe me. 
Edw. England will learn again to Fight and Conquer, 

A glorious ſcience we have almoſt loft, 

Under thereign of this tame bookiſh Heryy. 

War. What is become of the young boaſting Clifford ? 
Fate as if tender of him, did to day, 

VVhen &celI methim, thruſt a crowd betwixt us. 
PI. I met his Father in the field ; and there 

I-put the brave old man to his laſt bed. 

The ſtout old winter Lyon, that had long 

Endur*d the bruſh of time, fought with that heat, 

As he had been bur in the ſpring of youth. 

Like arras-hangings ina homely houſe, 

SO was his gallant Spirit in his body. 

Edw. Whilſt we purſued the horſemen ©? the North, 
With too much heat, the King eſcap*dour hands; . 
But he has left behind ſome of his friends, 

I fell uponthe gallant Duke of Buckingham, 
And with one fortunate ſibſtantial blow, 
I cleft his good ſteel Helmet, and his Scull, 
And ſee, his Brains are yet upon my Sword. 
Rich. To ſpeak the truth, my Brother Edward fought 
To day, as if he had fought for a Miſtreſs. 
E4. | muſt confeſs, I fought with more diſpatch, 
*Cauſe had the Battle laſted, *rwou'd have ſpoil'd 
. An aſſignationcthat I haverto night. 

Rich. Did nor I ſay as much ? 

PI. Thou, p00! Son Richard, 

Dolt not diſturb thy heart with cares of loye, Rich. 


| o / 
- 


Of CIVIL-WAR 17 

Rich. The hill upon my back fence's my heart ; 

The women love not me, ſol hate them. 

War. We haveall cut our names deep on the Pillars 
Of Fame's high Temple, where ſhall be for ever - 
Written this glorious Battle at S. Alboxs. 

Now, my Lord, poſt OO (peed to Londew, 
Ee | 


For thither 1 am told the King is Fled, 
And there he will repair — wide breaches. 
Citizens always love Tame C Princes, 
And ſuch as abhor fighting like themſelyes. 
Then, if you can, enter the Town before %em, 
And fill it with your Troops; and then to morrow 
Get very early into theParliament Houſe, 
And guarded well, openly claim the Crewn: 
My Tongue and Sword ſhall both aſſert your Title. 
Then let me ſee, what Peer dare be ſo bold, 
Or Common ſo ſawcy, to oppoſe it. ; 
PI. Thou Soul of valour, Wiſdom, and Nobility, 
PII take thy Counſel. 
War. Go then march with ſpeed, « 
- Pll tarry for a moment to take care 
For any of quality that are dead or wounded. 
CEx. Plantagenet, Richard one way, Warwick another. 
Edw. 1well approve this ſpeedy March to London, 
For there to Night 1 hope to meet my Miſtreſs. [CEx. Edward, 


Enter two bearing a Body, Warwick meets "em. 


War. Whoſe Body isthat? . 
, Tis Sir Fohn Grey of Grooby. . 
War. A fierce bigot for the LancaſtrianFaCttion. 
Pve heardof him, and whither do you carry him ? 
2. Tohis fair Widow z ſhe had only news 
He had ſome wounds, and ſo came in her Chariot 
To carry him away with her, but all 
Her care is now too late; ſee here ſhe is. 


Enter Lady Grey attended. 


. La. Gr. Where-is my Husband ? I am impatient for him; 
1. . We have found him, Madam, in a ſtate too bad 
For you to look on. , 
L. Gr. Oh! he's dead ! he's dead! 
2. Help ! help ! ſhe's falling on him dead as he. 
War. Inevyer ſaw ſo beautiful a nes 


/ 
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t.. She is come to her ſelf, 

War. But Pm ſoloſſ; 

That I ſha!l never be my ſelf again. 

La. Gr. Oh ! my dear Husband ! 

Way. See ! ſee ! ſhe embalmes 
His Body with her pretious Tears and Kiſles; 
I know notto . what place his Soul is fled; ** 
But I am ſure his Body is in Heaven. 3h 
Forms, Ceremonies, Civil Foolertes, 
Inſe&s engendred of corrupt falſe Wir. 
I will ride o're you in my way tO joy ; 
Though this is the firſt time lever ſaw her, 
And ſhe lies drowr'd in Tears o're her dead Hnsband' 
Drown'd in his blood, ſhed may be by myſelf; ' 
Yet here, and now I'll tell her that I Love; 
And here, and now refolve to make her mine. 
Madam, your pardon that I interrupt you. 

La. Gr. Who are you, Sir ? 

War, You. Madam, beſt can tell, 
Whea I came hither I was Earl of Warwick ; 
But you have chang?d me to know not what. 

La. Gr. The Earl of Warwick; Oh ! my Lord1 beg you; 

Conjure you by the Honour of a Nobleman; 
That you permit a miſerable Woman 
To give her Husbands Body decent Burial. 
Way. Madam, with all ay heart; and I cou'd wiſlt 
He had been buried when he firſt ſaw light, : 
And neverliv'd to do: Prodigions miſchiefs.. 

La. Gr. What wondrous miſchiefs dying for his King ? 

War. Oh ! he has done more ill, than Frantick Alexander 
When he ſer fair Perſepolis of Fire, | — 
Or him that burnt the fan''d Epheſran Temple. 

La. Gr. Whodidall this ?' 

War. He, whom Heay*n there has punilht ; 

And did it, Madam, by enjoying you, 

By kindling in your heart love for himſelf, 

He fir'd a ſtately Palace, only fit 

ror hearts of mighty Kings, He burnt a Templ- 
The maſter piece of Nature, the Worlds wonder 

La.Gr. 1s this fit talk to one in my condition ? 

War. I know old Tyrant Cnſtom does command 
You Widows to be ſtretch'd on the long rack | 
Of twelve months mournful abſtinence from loye. 
And,which methinks'is an immodelt faſhion, 

You muſt wear black the cotour of the night, 
To put you in remembrance. of the pleafure.. ' 
Night for your ſ{eryice pays youno more Wages, 


Yet 
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Yet you in gratitude muſt wear Nights livery. 

And you mult ſigh aud weep to tell the World 

What kill you have in man, for who ©re weeps 

For loſs of that whoſe value they ne're knew ? 

Fy ! what ill woman brought up thoſe ill Cuſtoms ? 
La. Gr. What horrid infolence you treat me with 2? 


f 


Enter one rAnning, 


1. My Lord, the Enemy begins to rally. 
War. Go fight 'em, for I'm buſily employ'd. 


Enter a Second. 


2. -Mount, mount, my Lord, or you'l be taken Priſoner. _ 
. War. lamaPriſoner, nor can ſtir from hence ; 
Unleſs this beauty with a ſmile releaſe me. : 
La. Gr. Grief, Horror, and Confuſion put me again 
Into a deadly Fainting. 
War. I perceive 
Formality the Governeſs of Women, 
And Cuſtom the great Tyrant of the World 
Are married in the Temple of this beauty. 
Take with you then your pale Companion, 
And, pay to it the Tax of ſome Months tears, 
And lock your ſelf in ſolitude and darkneſs, 
But after that by my renown and fortune, 
By this days victory, by that great power, 
By whichl1 to the King ſay, be a Subject ; 
And to a Subject I ſay, be a King. _ 
I ſwear I ſhortly will ſay tomy ſelf, 
Warwick ,be thou Poſleſſour of this beauty. 
PII have you, though you hate, and Heaven envy me, 
- And the firſt joy I reap coſt me my life. 
La. Gr. In ſpight of mel am compel'd to ſpeak, 
I ſwear by the dead body of my Husband, : 
By my unſpotted fame moſt ſacred to me, | 
I rather will chuſe death than any man, 
But ll chuſe Hell ere you 
War. Cruclly ſworn; : 
But yet ſuch Oaths are heriots, which Widows 
To cuſtomalways pay, when a life falls. 
The world expects to have 'em pay ſuch fires, 
E7re they renew another lite in love. - 
Then, Madam, take your fallen tenement, 
DN. ws # ah £1 And 
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And pay all cuſtom'd dues, you have your freedom. 
And for your ſafety all my guard ſhall wait you. 
La. Gr. Though paying rights of burial to my husband 
Beall that I defire to do on Earth, 
E're I will be oblig?d to you for any thing, 
Pill dye upon him and be all his monument- 
War, Oh Beautcous Monument! all men wowd dye 
To be ſo buried !——envy will not ſuffer me 
To let the dead have ſo much happineſs, 
Therefore 1'Il take my leave. 
La. Gr. Theonly favonr | 
I will receive, or can endure from you. 
War. Take it, one kindneſs oft begets another, 
Fa rewel, moſt cruel, but moſt beauteous creature. 
La. Gr. Farewel moſt rude and moſt abhiorr'd of men. 
War.[_Softly rs hismen. Guard her ſafe hence, but do not let her know it, 
Leſt ſhe refuſe it, and ſhou'd meet with injury. ON [Ex. 


_ Scene a Room in London , T able, Lights. | 
-. Enter Edward pulling in Lady Elianor Butler. 


L. El. Oh! donot tempt me, for I know ' 
You will be falſe. . 
Ed. Well but I know I ſhall not. 
L. El. Oh! to how many women have you ſworn 
As much as you ha? done to me to night ? 
Ed. Oh is there not great difterence among VVomen * , 
Some Women are but petty Inns tolodg at, 
And though perhaps rather than want a lodging, 
We wou'd pay all they ask, though moſt unreaſonable :- 
But if they wou*d pay me, | wou'd not dwell with *em ; 
But your ſweet beauty is my journey?s end. 
L. El. Oh! yes till you begin another journey. - 
Ed. Beſides the many thouſand Charmes about you, 
From which it is impoſlible to ?ſcape, 
Your Birth and Quality will not permit me 
To trifle with you as with trifling women, 
I dare not but regard Lady Elianor Butler. 
L. El. But when you have enjoy*d Lady Elianonr Butler, 
Shel ſeem as very atrifſe as the reſt. - 
E4. Then what a perjir'd Villain muſt I be? * 
L. El. VVhen you are Prince of Wales, perhaps you'l think 
The Prince of Wales is not ohlice 1 to keep | 
Lord Edwards Oaths, and when 1 follow you,* 


You 
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You will cry, Madam, Iam Prince of Wales, 
And I muſt marry for the Nation's good ;, 
Pm very ſorry 1 am forcd to loſe you, 
But pardon me, it is the Natiowgs fault. 
So,Madam, I'm your yery humble Servant, 
It I can ſerve you any way, command you ; 
Then inſtead of being made Princeſſe of Wales 
I ſneak away poor cheated Eliansr Butler. 

Ed. Well this is very unkind to make me throw 
So ſweet a Night ſo fooliſhly away. 
I thought you wow'd have given me aclear draught 
Of Love without the dreggs of Oaths and Vows. 

L. El. Oh! youare too charming not to be beloy'd, 
And when once loy?d, not to be loy'd for ever. 
I know Pvenot deſert to keep you conſtant 
And ?tis enongh for me that you once loy*d me, 
To blame you that you will not love me always, 

as a beggar blam'd a Prince, for giving him 
Only one Jewel. No one Woman merit's ' 
Your Love, ſoyou divide it among all. 
But oh ! methinks1 feign wou'd have ital 
And have it always. 

Ed. So ſwear you ſhall. 
Then come away, for night is ſtealing from us, 
Ken with holding up her ſable Robe, 
To hide two loytring lovers to no purpoſe. 
Then come away. 

L. El. Oh ſwear to me once more. | 

. Ed. V'Il ſwear no more, whilſt we by fooliſh Oaths 

Securedelights to come,we loſe the preſent. 
Then come away, for elſe I ſhall be calPd. 
Oh Heaven's ! ſee! the day is broke already. 
The vaſt and heavy buſineſs of a Kingdom 
Heave up the ſcale of Morn before it's time. 
Oh ! come away for fear I be undone. : 

L. El. Oh ! do not ask for fear 1 be undone. [ Knocking- 

Ed. Hark! I hear knocking! lam calld, Vmruin'd. 


Enter the waiting Woman. 
© 
Wo. My Lord ! here is your Brother my Lord Richard 
Is come to fetch you to the Parliament, | 
He ſays, your Fathers going thither already. 
Ed. Did not I tell you, Love,what you wow'd do ? 
Confound my Lord Richard, tell him I'm not here. 


Wo. Heſays you are here, and hel not part with you. _ 
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Ed, So, we have manag'd our'occafion finely. 

Was this well done of you? 

L. El. You may forgive me, 
Since Pmalmoſt as ſorry as you are." 

' Ea. Then will you mend'the fault another time 
L. "4 | fancy 1 ſhall do my weak endeayonr. 

— Ew ny, Brother {+——.. , 
Ed. Heark he calls! 1'muſt he gone, 

F:rewel, my dear, remember what you have promis'd. | 
L. El. Remembet you your Vows of conſtancy. __ CExir. 
Kich. I Brother,whatdo you mean? leave your damn'd ,Woman, 
within. 4 For Pm ſure *tis fome damn'd Woman ſtays you: 

But for my part Ill ſtay no longer for you. 

For 1 will not be chidden for your faults, 

My Father, and his Friends ſhall know how it is. 

Ed. Thank thee,good natur*d honeſt vertuous Brother; 

How proud this Leper is of one ſound place ? 

Though he has all the vices inthe world, 

Yet he inſults o're me, becauſe heis free - 

From my one fault, my almoſt faultle(s fault. 

He is a Hell at whoſe toul front appears, 

111 manners, and i1I nature, and ill ſhape, 

Like a three-headed Dog, that barks atall things 

That dare come near him, ſpecially at beauty; 

But has within a thouſand ugly Haggs'' 

His Soul embraces, bloody cruelty, 

Lean envy, and inſatiable Ambition. 

And he has this advantage over me, 

His Miſtreſtes are Devils, and ſoinviſible. 

Some time or other Vl deſcend like Hercules 

Into this Hell, and dragg to humane ſight 

The Monſter that ſo barks at my delight. [Ex. 


Scene the Parliament Houſe, a Throne, Canopy, Seats for the Loras. 


Enter Plantagenet, George, Richard, Warwick, Clarence, Rutland, 
Guard all with drawn Swords. 


War, This is the palace of the fearful King, 
And this the Regal Seat ; Richard Plantazenet, 
Sit down, and from this hour be King of England. 
PI. Ithink if mighty Warwick, ſaid, be Emperour 
Of the who'e world, the Genii of all Kingdoms 
Wov'd vaniſh andgive place to his great ſpirit. 


Aſſiſted then by thee, 1 fie down, [86 ts in the Th; orpoe” 
And take poſleſſion of my Royal Right. - 


War. Iplant you here, now Root, you up-who dares. 
Enter Edward, | 


Pl. Where's my Son Edward 2. Son. '" why loitet yg? AH 

. War. Sir, why do you neglect your Father thus 

"Ed, Reprov'd by Warwic.? 
Give us a Crown to cheat us of our liberty 
Hire us to be his ſlaves? ſo ſoon ſo arro wy A | 
This humour I muſt quell, I cannot be 0 

Pl. Sons, I here take $757 wal of 1. b, 
And will beCrown'd or killd :———] Fe a i 
Son Edward,claim the EF hat ou fall Pong he 
Then,George,the Crown is thine, "if both you dye, 
Then, Richard, thou art King. 

War. Three goodly Pillars, 

Pl. And laſt in birth bat not in my Aﬀettion. 
Here is my litle pretty darling Rutland, 
Look to him, Giard, for if his Nin: Periſh,. 
He is your King ; fear not my pretty Boy. 
We'll be too hard for wretched timerous Henry. 

Rut. Sir, let him come, and all his Souldiers with him. 
If you will bear his Souldiers,['ll beat him. 

Pl Wellfaid my boy 3 and heark; Ithink he' comes. 


Enter- King Henry in his Robes, his Crown on his head; the Sword "0 be. 
fore him, Attended by Clifford, Northumberland; Weſtmorland, 


Exeter, #1 their Robes. 


, P - 
; F 5 


Hen, My Lords, look where tlie turdyR Rebel ſits. © 
War. Look where your King is ſeated, Duke of Lancaſter, 
What ſay you? will you reſign in peace the Crown 
To him whoſe right it iz, Richard Plantagehet. ? 
Or ſhall we force it from you by our Swords? ,, 
Rich.Let's tear the Crown from the Uſbr ers head. 
Ed. Sound but the Trumpets and the Ring! wil fly. 
Pl. Peace, Sons. 
Hen Peace all of yon, and hear your Ring. 
Rebels, I fear all dan;<rlefs than you do, 
For I am better arny'd with i INNOCENCE. 
But] confeſs{dofear © vil War, © SOOT 
Not'for my own.” Hut" for'my peoples ſake; I BIET 
Lam afraid,to ſhed t;:c blood, of Engl:ſ} mens 
But you indeed are bold'in FOouny: 


? what does Warwickcbeat us? C46 Jes 


rt .. 4 


en... lt. 
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By which (oh Heaven ?) judge whoſe isthe Child 
His who deſires to have it cut in peices, 
Or mine, who ſtrive in teridetnefs to ſrve it. 
For my own part | fear no power, but Heaven, 
Rebels may be ſucceſsful tor a time, \ 
And overturnall order, right, aud juſtice, _ 
But Heaven does not let the world ſtandlong 
In that unnatural uneafic poſtute, _ 
But ſoon puts all things in their proper places. | 
PI. Thy own mouth, Hexry, has pronounc'd thy doom. 
Succeſsful Murder, and Rebellion, 
Swell'd for two Generations of thy race 
Over all right, and all that duxſt oppoſe *em ; 
But Heayen in thee has dryed up the black ſtream, 
And made it ſuch a Brook all trample over it. | 
Hen. Pve oft been told by thee, my Grand-father 
Depos'd his King. 
Pl. And Idid tell thee truth. 
Hen. Cannot a King adopt-an Heir ? 
Pl. VVhat then? 
Hen. Did not King Richard to my Grand-father 
Reſign the Crown in open Parliament ? 
Pl, Did not thy Grand-father compel him to it 
By force of Arms? and then the Parliament, 
To their eternal ſhame, if not Damnation, 
Flatter'd the wicked fortunate Uſurper. 
\ War. Butſay,theKing had done it unconſtrain'd, 
He cou'd not give away another's right. 
Henry vſurp'd the right of the next Heirs. 
Hen. My Conſcience tells me that my Title is weak. 
C. How, Sir, will you reyolt from your own ſel! ? 
Who will ſtand by you then ? 
War. Clifford, thou dyeſt, 
If thou permit'ſt not Henry to reſign. 
Cl. Let Henry give his Title to the Crown, 
He ſhall rot give my Title to revenge. 
May the gro2nd gape and ſwallow me alive, 
When e*re I kneel to him who killd my Father. 
War. Ho there within. 5 | 
Cl. Iam prepar'd for you. 


War. /t-mps, and enter Souldiers of bis ſide, Cl. does the ſame and enter 
Soldiers on his ſice \, as they are going to fight, King Henry interpoſes. 


Hen. Hold ! hold ! my Lords : Oh! let not Blood be ſhed ; Le 
«kt 
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Let us not make a Shambles of this place. 
Pray hear me all; 1 find my Title*s weak, 
And to defend it were to fight with Juſtice, 
Beſides, there lyes already on my head 
The Blood of Richard, murder*d by my Grand-Ather, 
And I'd be loth to add my peoples Blood ; 
For ſaving which, hear this propoſal from me, 
I have been King theſe eight and thirty years, 
' And many Intereſts muſt grow to mine 
That you can neyer tear me from the Throne, 
But you will ſet a thouſand Veins a bleeding, 
Then let me reign inquiet all my life, 
And when Pm dead, Plantapenet be King 
Pl. I approve of it, and on that condition Kneels andliſſes 
I ſwear to be King Henry's faithful Vaſlal. Hews hand. 
Hen. And not to ſeek the Throne by Arms or Treaſon? 
Pl. Never whilſt King Hepry lives. 
Hen. ThenlI entail | 
The Crown to thee and to thy Heirs for ever. 
Cl. The Devil to him, and to his Heirs for ever. 
V'Vhat have you done ? 
War. Good to himfelf and England. 
. Cl. VVrongto his Son, his Subjects, and himſelf. 
/ Ex. VVhy ligh you, Sir ? [King Hen. ſighs, 
Hen. For my poor Son Pye wrong'd. 
War. You have not wrong'd him, you have wholly freed him 
From all the Vengeance due to Ulſurpation. 
Cl. Oh! Henry, if thy Father's Soul did ſee 
Thy baſeneſs, it wou'd torture him in Heaven. 
Plantagenet, when that great Monarch liv'd, 
Thou durſt have ſooner let into thy Soul 
Tenthoufand Devils than a Traytrous Thought : 
Farewel degenerate faint-hearted King, 
May?ſt thou be beat in War, and ſcorn'd in Peace. LEx#. 
Pl. Sons, head the Troops before the Palace Gate, 


Leſt furious Cliford ſhou'd do ſome raſh thing. | 
| LEx. Ed. avd Rich. 41d George. 


| Enter the Queen and Prince. 


P]. Here comes the Queen. 

Hen. And with her my poor Son. 

War. She appears big with Thunder and with Lightning : | 
Expect a Tempeſt quickly, Sir, but flight it. 


#'. Are the news true? can it be poſlble 
= "wh That 
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That you have difinherite4 your- Son ? 
And given your Crown to Trayterous. Plamagenet? 
Hen. The Crown is his, Lhave no Title to it, 
But what is founded on Rebellion, 
The murder of a, King and uſurpation. 
£4. Then haſt thou not the ſpirit of: a King, 
Nor of a Father, timerous mean V Vretch, 
To let a Crew of Rebels heftor thee 
Oatof a Crown, nay out of thy own Son ? 
For thou mult think thau haſt no-Titſe to him, 
Or chowdlit not diſinherit him unnaturally. 
Hen. Niy Love, do not difinherit him ; 
For what I give away i5 not his right , _ 
And if L ſhould entail another's right on him, 
I ſhou'd entail Heaven's Vengeance on his head. 
24. Who. ſays the Crown's not yours ? 
Hen. 1 am convinc*d 
By powerful Arguments. 
u. By Pikes and Swords. 
Had 1 been here when thou'madſt this Agreement, 
The Sounldiers ſhou'd have tolſt me on their Pikes, 
E're I'd have ſtoop'd to ſuch unnatural baſenels. 
Oh ! how came thee and Lin Marriage joyn'd-? 
EorhamFire, hou art weak floating Water, 
Driven by the breath of Rebels any way-. 
Wou'd Lhaddy'd a. Maid; andnever ſeen thee ; 
At leaſt had never born thee fuch a Son, 
Oh! my ſweet Son, thou art no. more. a Prince, 
Becauſe thy Father is no. more a King. 
He has undone himſelf, and thee,: and all of us. 
Pr. I amaPrince, and I willbe a King. 
Father, you cannot diſinherit meg | 
You may beſtow your Kingdom whilſt you live; 
But when you are dead it is not yours, but-mine. 
Q4z. My Son, he ſhall not dilinherit thee. 
I have men here to guard me from theſe Rebels, 


—z 


And Troops elſe-where to conquer *em, and puniſh 'em, 


And I will make my Son a Glorious Prince ; 


Whilſt thou, tame Prince, fhalt be a ſlave to Traytors - 


Madeto aſliſt in conquering thy ſelf, 

And then in digging thy own Sepulchre; 

For Rebe!s will not do their work by halves. 
Though thou art but the fhadow of a King, 
Rebels will tremble at a Royal Shadow, 
And they?il be forc'd to kill rhee, if 'tis poſſibl2, 


F* 


To 
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To make wicea more, dead thing than thou art.. // 
Hen. ON' my dear Lovg,talk not fo harſtilyro me.” 
<z, 1 will be harſher ingmy<deedsthan words. 
For irom this momentl;Ciyoreemy felt / 
For ever iromthy Bed, thou art no King, 
And thou ſhalt have no Sonsof me. to ruine ; 


1 icorn to be the Mother of a Slave. =D Ex d Pr 
Hm. Foor Queen, hoy loye aid pity formy 7 | # ky 
Ser her a-raging, as they ſetime grieving? (i 2 1 107 40 


War. Add her ambitionto'tiertove and pity, © 1 1 
For that hasno ſmall ſhare in heridiſturbance. «3 
PI. lknow fthe*s railing Fotcesin the North, 
My Lord of Warwick, do you keep the King, | 
And ftay to raiſe what Force you can in Londen, ' 
V Vhilſt i will to the Nor, and ſobetweenus- 
VVell wall her in, and keep that fire from ſpreading. 
- Hen. Fray, my Lords, do, Iwill aſſiſt you both 
Againſt ny {elf, 1'll do to others right, 
Though on my felf I ſure deſtruQtion- bring, wa. 
E're lll be wicked, L will be no Ring: © © © [Ex. onney. 


A'C THE - 


Scene a Caſtle... 


i 


Enter Plantagenet, Edward, Richard. 


Pl. O W has this Woman charm'd theſe men together, 
No leſs than twenty thouſahd ? a vaſt Army! 
All myTroops here will ſcarcely make gona, 
Then ſhe is gotten between me and Londemy 
That I canno way jointhe Earl of Warwick, 
Nor can he poflibly come time enough 
To my aſliſtance 3 1am in a ſtrait. , _ ; 
Ed. Ithink not, Sir, brave menare never in a ſtraxt 


When they have Arms and Liberty to fight.: _. 
Pl. I ſhou'd flight odds, if the Enemy were French, 

But now our preſent Enemies are Engliſh, 

Made of the ſame brave ſtuff as we our ſelves. - Fe 
Rich. But ſuch brave ſtuff -as we have ſoundly beaten, 4 

And: ſuch as are conducted by a Woman. _ 

And men nee think of fghting under Petticoats. 

OY 2 
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Pl. Pre ſent your Brother George to raiſe ſome Troops, 
L hop'd he might have been with me er'e now ; 
But I muſt take my fortune now, the Enemy 
. Approaches us—— bring in my dear Boy Rutland. 


Emer Rutland, and @ Prieſt his Tee 


My Darling, let me kiſs thee e're 1 go, 
Iknow not if I *ere ſhall fee thee more; * 
If I ſhould fall under the numerons Enemy, 
I leave thee to the care of thy three Brothers, 
All valiant men, and ſome of em: I hope 
Will be great men, be Kings ; I charge *em. all 
On my laſt bleſſing to take care of thee, 
My pretious Darling, as of their owa Souls. 
Rat. Why do you talk thus,Sir? you make me weep, 
if you muſt dye, I hope 1 ſhall dye with you 
1 had rather dye with you than live a Ring. 
Pl.Sweet Boy,farewell my Soul;---here take theBoy 
And guard him ſafely in the ſtrong dark Vault, 
And if things prove worſe than hope they will, 
Convey him ſafely to our next Garsi 
And give his Brothers notice of his flight. 


CEx. PI. Ed. Rich. one way, another Rutl. witha Guard. 


An Allarm, ſhouts of Vittory, the Scene continuer. Enter Clif- 
ford and his Sonuldrers. 


Cl. Purſue, purſue, purſue, and give no quarter, 
| charge you do not ſpare Man, Woman, or Child. [Ex 


An Allarm, Enter Rutland. 


Rut. Oh! whither ſhall-I fly? how ſhall I eſcape? 
Ah! Clifford comes! and no one's here to guard me. 
Cl. Ha ! have I found one of Plantagener”s Brats ? 
Rut., Oh! now 1 ſhall be murder?d ! hold, my Lord, 
Hear me but ſpeak one word before I dye. 
Cl. What canft thou ſay, fond Boy,. that's worth my hearing ? 
Rut. I'd only beg you to regard your ſelf; 
You are a valiant man, Iam a Boy; 
'Stain not your fame by killing a poor Boy, 
I wou'd not for your own ſake you ſhou'd do it ; 
For I love gallant men, and I love you 


os Ao 3. Though 
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| Though you'are my Enemy, becauſe you are gallant. 
Cl. Away you inſlinuating, flattering boy, 
| Who taught you this Hypocriſie ? your Prieſt ? 
Give o're, give o're! for were there in thy Voice 
Celeftial Harmony, my Father's Blood 
Has ſtop'd the paſlage where the ſound ſhou'd enter. 
Rut. I did not ſhed his Blood: 
Cl. Thy Father did. 
Rut. Then fight my Father;that will get you honour. 
Cl. Shou'd I kill thee, thy Father, all thy Brothers, | 
Nay ſhou'd I dig. up thy Fore-fatber*s. Graves, | 
And hang their rotten Coflins: up. in Chains, - 
My rage wou'd not be quench'd,  - 1 
Rut. That's very ſtrange, '% 
VVhy ſhou'd your fury burn againſt the; innocent ? 
Cl. I kill thee out of hatred to thy kind, 
As I wou'd doa Toad, or a young Serpent. : 
Rat. Hear me but one word more, dear, braye, Lord Cliford; 
You have aSon, for his ſake pity me, 
Leſt as you kill me for my Father's faults, - 
Juſt Heaven ſhou'd deſtroy your Son for yours, 
And he be miſerably kill'd as Lam. 
Then, Oh ! for your Son's ſake give me my life, 
And for my Father's faults keep me in Priſon, 
And kill me whenſoever I offend you. | 
Cl. Thou wilt be an offence to me in living. | 
Whilſt any of thy curſed Fathers race 
Live upon Earth, Ilive on Earth? —then dye—— 
Rit. Oh! ſhall lhaveno pity at your hands ? 
Cl. Suck pity as my Rapiers point affords ! LlWounds bem. 
Rt. May'ſt thon ne're get more fame than by this deed ; 
Oh my poor Father ! Oh! my death will kill him. [ Dyes. | 
Cl. Ho! take the body up, and carry it after me, | 
, Pll make a preſent of it to his Father. | 


IX I ES 2 PY LEI 


[ Exzt7, 
Enter Plantagenet. 


Pl. All's loſt, my men by numbers are deyour'd, 
Or fly like Ships before the ſtormy wind. 
My Sons have bravely fought, but all in vain, 
They only ſwim like Swans againſt the Tide, 
And are born down by-over-matching Waves, 
And I am very faint. and cannot flie 
But had 1 ſtrength, Pm on all ſides enclos'd, 4 
The Sands are numbred that make up my life, "EE = 

| ee! 


Sce ! the bloody Ciff6r4.cofmes! then here 1 fadl'? | 
Bitr Clifford und Souldiehs, 1 || 
Cl. 11a .' navel fourd thee proud Platitavenet. | 


What tumbled Phatrhor: ng Ottaris ie j 2f 
And made an Evcningat thy higheſt N6ort 17 1 16 Gu 


Oh Father ! from chic joys above defcer, . > 19/1254 | & 
And ſhare with me'thepleaſure ofiRevengrts 77h fd No ws, 
Or elſe by high revenge' PI climb to'thes.” Mid i bronite 


Pl. Thou bloody raging Gifford, do thy wort; 
I'd ſcorn to ask thee mercy hadft chou any. 1 2 7 
But thou haſt none, then come with allthy Mupdoantes fu 4 
Cl. So Cowards fight when they can iy nofartivers 0 
So Pigeons peck the Faleon's piercing Talons,, © 
So deſperate Thieves breathe curſes at theOfiicers. 
_ PI. Haſt thou the impudence to chargea Prince 
With cowardize, who made thee baſely fly ? - 
Call to thy memory S. Albans Battel. - ei 103 195 
Cl. I do, then didſt thou kill my brave old Father: 5 
, Pl. And now wov'd thee, wert thounot back*t with multitudes. 
Cl. 1 willtry that; ſtand of, and do not touch him $5 
Unleſs 1 fall; then cut him all bo pieces. 6 
I will not loſe revenge ; yet 1will give him 
So much revenge to kill me if he can. | 
Pl. I tltank thee for the kindneſs, tis a great one. 


They Fi; ht, Flantapenet is diſarm'd and throws. 
Cl.Now wilt thou yicld that I have fairly conquer*d:thee ? 
As CL. is lifting ay Bis arm to kill him, Enter the Queen. 


Q. Hold valiant Cliford! hold !—I wowd prolong 
The Traytors life to (corn him, trample on him : 
Are you the man that wou'd be King of England? 

Are you the manthat reyelPd in the Parliament ? 
Sat in your Sovereigns Throne, and did believe. 
Your breath cou'd blow hisCrown from off his head? 
Where are your Mets ©? Sons to back you now ?, 
Your wanton Edward, and your luſty George, 
Yourvely valiant Dick; that cropkback Prodigy ? 
And with the reſt, where' is your darling Rulaya ? 
PI. My heart miſgiyes. me, where is hte indeed ? 
Qu. Ask Chifferd. ATR 23640085 wh 


EE) as cc. 
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Pl. Oh! thdwhaſb notbutcher'#,  expbr gt 
The innocent Bey'8 ©! *:515775 75 eg bond ae ene | 

Cl. Onthat young, tender morſell' © © - 
My-greedy vengeance ſtaid a while it's tomach, 
Till it cou'd dine on thee, - and allthy-Sons. = | 

24. See ! I have ſtain'd a Napkin im the blood, 
That valiant Cl;ford with his Rapler's point 
Made iſſue from the boſome of 9 prnwagy 
And bring it thee to wipe away thy tears. 

Pl. She-wolf of France ! or rather cruel Typreſs, 
For woman thou art none; women are ſoft, 
Gentle and pitiful, but thou art cruel, 

Oh ! ten times more than an Hyrcan;arn T ygrels. 
There is a Boy that thinks thou art his Mother ; 
But ſurely thou didſt never bear a Child, 

For thou woud?ſt ſomething know a Parents love, 
And have ſome natural touch of pitie in thee, 

And not. have drain'd the life-blood of a Child 
To bid his Father wipe his eyes withal. 

24. 1 thereforedid it to increaſe thy ſorrow : 

I know a Parent”s love, and thy fond love, 

And allthz myſteries of thy haughty heart ; 

I knew that thou woud"ſt Barricado it X 
Againſt the loſſes ofa Crown and Life, 

With !:on-barrs of ſtubborneſs and pride, 
But oh ! this blood like Oyl will ſink into it 3 
Theſe Crimſon threads will lead tormenting grief 
Into the inmoſt lodgings of thy Soul, 

And leſt this Napkin be too ſoft a thing 

I have within an Engine that ſhall ſqueeze 

Thy ſoul into thy eyes. Bring Rutland*s Body. 
Now thou haſt d:onk the liquour, take the cup. 


Enter ſome with dead Rutland. 


Pl. Oh! my ſweet Boy! - 
Q-. Ah ! this is Muſick to me! | 
This is the part thou mean*ſ1 ſhau'd have plaid, 
Ifthy accurſed Treaſons had ſucceeded. : 
But that my Tragedy mult have been deeper, 
And bloodier far ; thou mean'ſt I ſhoud have wept 
For a loſt Kingdom, Husband, and a Son. . 
Pl. Yes, and I donotdonbt but my three Sons, 
Heaven's vengeance, and the curſes of all England 
Shortly will make thee weep for loſs of all *em. | 
"5 24. VII ſpoil thy prophecying z give me a ſword. Cl. - 
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Cl. 1'll pierce him firſt, there's for my Fathers blood. 
Q4. There for the horrid ills thou threatneſt to me. 

Cl. There for the ills he brought upon the Kingdome, 
Pl. Open thy gate of mercy gratious Heaven !\——. 


Qs, Now take his head once filPd with lofty thoughts, 
And ſet it on aloſty Pinacle.—— 


Scexe the Ficld. 
_ Enter Edward. = 
E4. No tydings of my Father ? I amtroubled ? 


Enter Richard, 


Ric. Brother,l 've news, 
E4. what of our valiant Father ? 
Ric. Ohno ! I cannot hear what is become of him» 
Ed. What are your news then ? 
Ric. They are not very good ; 
A Meſlenger is come from the Earl of Warwick, , 
Who tells us he is marching to our aid, 
But leaving a ſtrong party-with Lord Cobhars, 
To guard the King, andallthe Southern parts, 
They chanc'd to meet with ſome of the Queen's Troops: 
And whether the Kings Coldneſs numm'd his keepers, 
Or whether terror of the Warlike Queen, 
Whoſe armies and ſucceſs each hour encreaſe 
Or of the inexorable cruel Cl;Ford, 
It is not known, but my Lprd Cobham's men 
Look'd on the ſhining Valour of the Enemy, 
Like ſleepy Owles on day, and fell beneath it. 
That they were all deſtroyed, and Herry fled, 
With the Victorious Troops to joyn the Queen 3 
That the Earl of Warwick now wants ſtrength to fight her. 
Ea. This is ill news indeed ! what ſhall we do ? 
Ric, Hee deſires you to haſte away with fpeed, 
To meet ten thouſand men marching from Wales, 
Raigd by your intereſt there to whom he ſent 
Co joyn his Troops if poflible to morrow. 
Which they may do, if you will haſten em. 
Ed. They ſhall not want for that, ll go this inſtant. 


Ric. Pray do not fail, for all our Lives,and Fortunes 
Are ſet on this one caſt. | 


Ed. VII ſpur away. 


( Dyer: 
CEx. 


Which 


Which way go you ? 
Ric. Vil to the Earl of Warwick. 
Ed. My Horſe, my Horſe, 1 muſt ride for a Kingdom. 


Enter Lady Eleanor Butler 5» 4 riding dreſs. 


La, El. My Lord! 

Ed. My Love!—or a fair Viſion / if a Viſion 
Tell me, leſt Iembrace thee into a Dew. 

La. El. Yes, | am that fond ſhe whopave Lord Edward 
The lovelyeſt, braveſt, but the moſt inconſtant 
Of all mankind my hand and heart for ever. 

Ed. Thenl am that fond he, will loſe a Kingdom 
Rather than one hours pleaſure with my Love, 

And ſo farewell a Kingdom for an hour. 

La. El. l heard you were ſurrounded by the Queens 
Numerous Troops, and in exceeding danger ; 
AndI1 cou'd haveno quiet, tillI came 
And ſhar'd your deſtiny what e're it was. 

Ed. Oh! it was kindly charitably done, 

To ſpeak the truth, mine is a ſcurvy deſtiny, 

The Enemy is in my Father?s Caſtle, 

And Pyeno Beds of Down, on Golden Bed-ſteads 
Under plum*d Canopies, embrace my Loyein ; 
My Deſtiny will be tolye to night 

On ſome Straw-bed, under ſome low thatc*d Roof, 
And thou ſhalt ſhare it; what if the chil wind 
Blow on us ? it will make us lye the cloſer; 

Or what if we ſhou'd lye on the cold Earth ? 

It was our Grandſire Adam's Bridal Bed, 

"Twas there he gave the ſtart to all mankind. 

La. El. Fye. Fye, ſuch thoughts as theſe at ſuch a time? 
When you have a Life and Kingdom to look after. 

Ed. A thouſand Lives and Kingdoms are in thee, 
Whilſt the Enemies tall fortune ſtalks about 
In darkneſs, like a blinded Polyphem ; 

We will creep under It into a Cottage 

Of ſome of my own faithful Tenants here, 

And ſafely ſteal delight, like cunning Mariners, 
Pilfring the hold out of the reach of ſhot. | 

La: El. Have you a mind then to be kilPd or taken ? 
The Woods are all full of the Enemy: 


E4. Shou'd all the Trees turn men, and the Graſs Pikes, | 


I will not ſtir from hence, till Pve enjoy?d thee. 


My crooked Brother Richard like - 


33 
[Exit. 
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Pull'd me away from thee the other night, 
For which Pl1llaya double Tar on this. 

LaEl. Though Iam but yourWife in hopes and promiſes, 
So greatan Empire have you over me, 
My heart wou'd not refule you any Tax, 
Did not your ſelf run danger in the gathering. 

Ed. Thereis no danger, every Cottager 

In all thefe parts will hang e're he'll betray me; 
1Thenlet che loſs of the. laſt opportunity 
Make us fo wiſe, to uſe this whilſt we have it. 

La. El. Pray do not ask me. 

Ed. Pray do not deny me. 

L3. El. You will be taken, 

Ed. No, VII warrant you. 

La. El. Butif you ſhou'd ? 

Ed. Nomatter if Thieves cone, 
When we have put our Money out toulſc. 

La. El. You are a ſtrange man. 

Ea. And you are a ſweet woman. 
Come, come away. 

La. El. Well now, if miſchief happen 
 Donot blame me. | . 

Eq. There can no miſchief happen, 
Like loſing this moſt bleſſed opportuntty, 
Then come along, along 

La. El. Oh ! that Icow'd not. 

Ed. Away, away, I ſay. 

La. El. Well: ſince I uſt ———- LEx. 


- 


Enter Souldiers drag ging Country-men. Scene a Cottage. 


r Soul. Where is your Money, Rogues? confeſs, you Rogues. 
T Cour. Indeed, Sir, | ama very poor man, 

[ get my living by my labour, Sir, 

And T have nothing but from hand to mouth. : 

i Soul. You lye, you Rogue, you lye, I know the tricks 
Of all you Rogues; when e're your Ring wants Money, 
Then you are poor, you cannot pay your Taxes ; 

Butif the Swords of Rebels plow the N2tion 

Then you have Bags, and you can bring 'em out 
Like Baggs of Seed, and ſow?em all for Crops 
Tomaintain Rogues that fight againſt your King ; 
Nay for thatuſe can pawa your Pots and Kettels, 
But now for us you cannot find a Farthing. 


2 Coun, Indeed, Sir, you ſhou'd have It, if Lhad it, | 
With 
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VVith all = Ry 
_ 2 Soul. You lye, you Rogue, you lye. 
I know this Rogue, he is one of the damn'd Rebels, 
Plentagenet's Chief Tenants, a rich Fellow ; 
You have no Money for the King's Souldiers 
But you had Money tofit out your Son ; 
A Trooper, Sirrah, to fight for Rebellion. 
. 3*Sout. Oh Rogue / 
2 Soul. 1 knew his Son, and kill'd the Dog. 
2. Co. Oh: wretched me ! he was my only Son. 
1. So, Come take the Rogue and hang him on that tree 
Unleſs he preſently confeſs his Money. y 
2. Cu. Oh! Sir, I will confeſs! 1 will confeſs. 
\ 3. Sox. Then you haye money, Sirrah ? 
2 Coun. Yes, aittle. 

1 Sox. Alittle * Oh! you Rogue ! juſt now you had none. 
You have a little too ? | 
1 Coun. or SIC, a _ 

2 So. And where's your little Money 2.quickly ! quickly ! 

2 Con, Mine is buried here, under eu Hearth, MA 

1 So. Come digg and find it. 

2 Co. on _— : ; 

I Soul. Di fg. 2 Countryman diovs. 

2 Soul. Wizze + DM Money, Sirtah ? AOpen wy 

I Cour In my Cow-houſe 

Under org” F PIO 
2 Soul. Go, Sirrah ! go andlietch it. Exit. 1 
2 Cou. Here's all my money ! Sir. n : CONF Was. 
2 Soul. Here all, you Rogue ? 
Sirrah ! you lye! you have ten times as much. 
Do not I know you a fat Bacon Rogue, 
That have been ſmoking in Plawtagener*s Chimney, 
Theſe forty years? Sirrah ! I know your purſe 
Cur's a foot thick, of Reechy golden fat. 
2 Cox. Indeed here's every penny, that hare. 

t So.Do you think,Sirrah,we'll be choug?d o this faſhion ? 

We have hang'd halt the people in your Country, 
For offering to put ſuch tricks upon us; > 
And therefore have a care, | 

2 Coun. Oh !Pll confeſs ! 
Pm an old man, and my only Son is kill'd. 
And now I care not what becomes o' me. 
VII ſhew you all I have ; there it lies buried 


Huder yon Oak: 


I Soxl. Go, Sirrah, go and fetch it. 
F 2 Emer 
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Enter the firſt Countryman. 
i, Cu. Here's all I have been getting forty years. 


Pray ſpare mea little for my two poor Daughters. 


1. Sv. How has he Daughters ? weſhall have more ſport. 
All 3. So. Hay ! for the Daughters ! Hay for the Daughters. [Eg. 
1 Co, Ah {my poor Danghters ? LEx. 


Enter the Souldiers chaſing two Country Girles, who cry, help | "s thesr 


Father runns after 'em weeping * they all rna over the Stage. 
within. 
Enter the *Souldiers with Money baggs, dragging the Countrymens 


Scene continues. 


FEY CYSES 


2 Soul. Sonow you Rogues, how do yon like Rebellion ? 
You were a Couple of ſeditious Rogues, 
That us'd at Ale-houles to pay for all 
That raild againſt the King, and Government. 
Now had not you better have Plowed, and Carted, 
And pay'd your Taxes honeſtly and quietly, 
Then have your Money ſeiz'd, your Daughters raviſhd, 
Your Sons knock'd o? the head, and your felves hang'd, 
As you ſhall be? 
I Coun. Oh ! Sir! t hope not ſo, 
Now you have promis'd us. 
t Soul. You impadeat Doggs, 
Did not you ſwear Allegiance to your King ? 
Yet break your Oaths to him ? and do you expect, 
We ſhou?d keep Verbal promiſes with you ? 
2, Soil. This Country belongs, Sirrah,to your Landlord; 
And we have orders to take all the Money, 
Barn all the Houſes, and hang all the people. 
We have obey*d our orders yet, and will. 


The Scene is drawn ,and there appears Houſes and Towns burning, Men and 
Women hang'd upon Trees, and Children on the tops of Pikes. © 


[ 
. [297 Oh Heaven: have mercy on. us ! have mercy on us! 


1 90]. Now Rogues, how do you like Rebellion ? 
2. Soul. Come hang 'em whilſt there is a Tree to ſpare, 
They are almoſt all beſpoke. | [Drumb beats. 


Enter a Scout. 


Scout. To Armes, to Armes, Warwick, is coming, 
Al'3. Warwick! Arme, Arm, Arm. LEx, Enter 
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Enter Richard, Warwick, Souldieys. 


Ric. Oh horrid ſpeCtacle ! See here, my Lord! 
War. The Queen is planting in your Fathers Latds 
An Orchard for the Devil. | 
Ric. 1 will dung this Orchard | 
With the blood of thoſe that planted it, 
I have a Spirit in this crooked Trunck 
Stands like a keeper in a hollow Tree, 
Ready with bended bow to ſhoot fat Deer, 
And down goe's thou, thy Henry, all thy Race. 
Pll not leave killing, ?till Pye built my Father 
A monument of Bones and Sculls of Enemies 
That ſhall o'relook th* e-Zgyprian Pyramids. 
Oh that my Brother Edward now were come! 
War. Till his Troops come we cannot fight the Enemy, 
For they are above thirty thouſand ſtrong, 
And we ſcarce twelve. 


—_ 


Enter Edward, a Woman. 


Ric. What do I ſee! Ithink 
| ſee him there / pray look, my Lord, and tell me. 
Now lam ſure *tis he ! for there's a Woman : - 
Oh! weare ruin'd: forl will be damn'd, 
Ifhe has not been with her all this Night. N 

War. He durſt not doit, durſt not ſerve me ſo. 

Ed. Iſee my Brother and my Lord of Warwick, 
Retire. | [_E.x. Wor, - 

War. Viy Lord. FE 

Ed. My Lord of Warwick. 

War. Yesmy Lord, 
Where are your men ? 

Ed. My Lord, I muſt confeſs, 
I've been to night a happy, but great ſinner. 
Starting to gallop for the Crown, my deſtiny 
Flung in my way brighter temptations, 
Than were all A4:alanta's Golden Balls, 
That had it coſt a Kingdom and my life, 

= I cou'd not but have ſtoop'd to take 'em up. 

Ric. *'Tis well, muſt all the glory we have div'd for 

In Seas of blood, be melted in a kiſs, 


And ſwallowed down like Cleopatra's pear : 
| fl 
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In one ſweet draught? 

War. Soyou have ſeryv*d me well... , | | 

Ric. And doyou thus revenge our Fathers blood 2 - 

War. But what revenge ſhall I have for the ruin, 
That am like to ſuffer in your ſervice ? | 

Ed. Fear not. 

War. 1 do not fear, I know which way 
I can repair my ſelf; in Henry's ſervice, -., 
I can have greatneſs with leis pains, and dangr, 
Than I muſt take in yours to be undone. 
Ed. Youwill not leave me ? 
War. You firſt left your ſelf, 
And left me too. 
Ed. 1 beg your pardon for it, 
W ho,now my Fathers murderd,am your King. 

War. You are my King, bnt King of my own making, 
And1,like Heaven, repent I've madea Crerture* 
Who for the Apple of a rowling Eye, 

Will loſe a World : ButI'Il ſecure my ſhare of it. 
I will go make Herrya King again, 
And tumble you again into a ſubject. 

Ed. You will not ſure, my Lord ! 

War. I {wear will. 

Ed. Oh but you cannot do it. 

War. VII try that. , 

Ea. You can at moſt but make Henrya Tyrant, 
For I am lawful King. 

War. Oh! I'll give Herry 
My Sword, and do you keep your lawfulneſs, 

Then try which of you will be King of England. 
Ine*re found Conſcience or in Prieſt, or Layman 
So firm at Anchor, . but a golden Ax 

Wou'd cut the Cable, or ſucceſs cou'd weigh it, 
And ſet the Conſcience ſwimmingwith the Tyde. 

Ric. Oh ! 1 cou'd tear my fleſh ! mult we be ruin'd 
For a fair Toy 7--——but 1 will 2ot be ruin'd. 

For I will ſeck the Kingdom for my ſelf. 

Ed. Bxother, *tis well. ; 

Rich. Brother, 1t ſhall be ill, 


Exceeding ill with you, and very quickly. 


Ea. Hold ! I commend you both hear me one word. 
Know I have only made a Tryal of you, 
For ] have brovght the Troops that you delir'd, 
I mar cid *cm hither with ſuch expedition, 
Their front eacounter'd herethe Front of day- 


Nay 
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Nay more, Pye brought my Brother and his Troops, 
Both Armies are not halfa mile from hence ; 
And here my Brother is: Brother,come hither, 


Enter George. 


” Gee. I heard of our great Fathers ſad misfortunes 
And came to his revenge with all the ſpeed 
A hungry wretch wow'd do to agreat feaſt, 
Where there were many gueſts, and he far off. 
Ed.Now my good faithful Friends, what think you both ? 
Now,Warwick, will you makeHenry a King ? 
And. Brother,will you make your ot: aKing ? 
i was inforn\'d of what I have diſcover'd. 
That you,good Brother, fought to be a King ; 
And Warwick, to command him, who is King ; 
And him you cannot Govern, you will ruin. 
Henry 1s govern'd by the Qiecnand Clifford 
And fo becauſe there is no room for Rule, 
You fight for us to make us all your Vaſlals. 
War. Who durſt ſay this of me ? 
Ric. And what bold Villain 
Durſt give you ſuch a Character of me ? 
Ed. Oh! you are angry, I'm inform'd the truth. 
If they be Villains, who durſt tell me this, 
Then what are you, who durſt to my own tzce 
Threaten to do all this ? 
War. It was all paſſion. 
Ric. Nothing but paſſion: 
Ed. Brother,you are wrong'd, 
Or incold blood you are as bad as this; 
You att the undermining Pelttian, 
A King is a ſtrong Tower on a high Rock, 
And it is dangerous to ſtorm him apenly ; 
Soat a mighty diſtance fary beoak ground 
And caſt up earth, that is by ſubtle tricks 
They raiſe the dirty crow?d, and behind them 
They lie ſecure from Royal battery. | 
There if they find any unguarded place, 
About the King, they uſe it moſt unmercifally. 
My heart to beauty always lies too open, 
And that infirmitie thou giveit no quarter 3 
Though thou who cenſureſt me, hecauſe ſometimes, 
I ſhed {ome vacant hours among fair Women, 
Wowdlſt ſhed the blood, or of thy Friend or King, 
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Or if thy Father, were he now alive, 
To pain a Crown, for there is thy chief Luft. 

Ric. Thatis a Cruel cenſure. | 

Ed. Buta true one, 

Who ſtabbs my, Name, wou'd ſtab my Perſon too, 
Didnot tae Hangman's Ax lye in his way, 
And no man care's to {tumble upon that. 

War. Well, Sir, I have fo long gone clad in Steel, 
I have forgot to kneel; but yet my Spirit, 
More {tubborn than my ſinews, ' bends to you, 
And beggs your pardon for my too raſh paſſion, 
For*twas no more, and there ajnear?d occaſion 
Though you it ſeems kindled the tre o? purpoſe 
To ſhew us by the light of it on© faults. 

Ed. Nay, I will own after the days Fatigues, 
I fell into an ambuſcade of b-auty, 
Where ignorant of what »t-1! my Father, 
And deep in Love, I lay ſome hours laſt night 
And which of you wou'd not have done the ſame ? 

War. All of us wou'd, and, Sir, 1 humbly beg you 
Think my wild paſſion was the Woman m me, 
And I've enjoy'd my Woman, as you yours. 

Ed. My Lord, I know you wou*'denjoy your Woman, 
Il mean your Miſtreſs, for you have a Miſtreſs, 
And you, who threatned to revolt from me; . _ 
Becauſe ſome moments, which were due to buſineſs, 
I gave away to Beauty, and to Love, 

Had almoſt at S. Aibans given away 
Our victory, toa Woman that abhorr*d you. 

War. Ha! 

Ed. Yes, my Lord, I was inform'd the ſtory. 
You woo'd her, over her dead Husband's Body, 
Till you were almoſt taken by the Enemy. 

I do not know her Name, l never pry 

Into your pleaſures, though you cenſure mine. 
But thou in Chaſtity, wou?dſt ſeem a Sczpio, 
Know, that the Woman thatthou ſaw*ſt me with, 
Was thy own Whore. 

Ric. Ha! 

Ed. Yes, thy own poor Whore, | 
A Peaſant*s dirty Daughter, whom thou keep'ſt, 
By whom thou haſt a little tawny Baſtard, 

Whom [ o? purpoſe brought to ſhew thy Faults, 


_ Intltfeyes, where thou haſt often ſeen thy face. 
This is the Lady. $1 


Enter 
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Enter Woman. 


Ric. Curſed treacherous jade ! W177 

Ea. Now, Sirs, what think you ? 

Ge- Pray, Sir, give meleave 
To intercede for 'em, 1 ſee ſhame covers %tm, 

And to great minds no puniſhment like ſhame. 

Rich. Sir, not for mine, but for my Father's ſake 
Pardon my Errours and accept my Service, [Kmnels both. 
Lhar 1 may aid you to revenge his Blood. 

War. Sir, not for mine, but for the Kingdoms fake, 
Pardon my Errours and accept my ſervice, 

For I by placing you in the Engl;ſh Throne 

Shall place the Engliſir I hrone above the World. 
E4. Riſe both of you, 1 freely pardon you, 

And yet methinks' it is unequal uſage 

A King ſhou'd pardon all the faults of Subjects, 

And Subjects pardon nothing in their King 3 

W hena King's crown'dyhe is not deifyed, 

When he puts on the Royal Robes, he does not 

Therefore put of tl? Infirmities of man. 

1 own | have my faults, and ſo have you, 

You ſce 1 have convinc'd you, and did it : 

That you might leave your favlts and pardon mine 

Orit you kept your faults to part with me ; 

'For it my Lordof Warwick does deſign 

By all his Service only to enflaye me, 

I ihall loſe nothing by his leaving me, 

1 can but be a Slave when 1 am conquer'd, 

And if my Brother Richard has worſe ends—- 

Ric. Oh ! Sir, no more, unleſs you do deſign 
I ihowd rip up my Breaſt to ſhew my heart—— 9 

War. Sir, Pl deſire no farther pardon of. you, 

TillI have writ it in your Enemues Blood, 
And pawn'd my Life and Fortune for my Loyalty: , 

E4. Our Friendſhip then is ſtronger for this breach, 
Now let us bend our talk to our Analrs, 


On the fad tidings of my Father*s death, | 
Which I but ety heard, 1 ſent Commiſſioners 


To Henry to demand the Crown of him 
nine to the Oath he made 1n Parliament. 
They are here {———What tydings ? Peace, Or 


War ? 


Enter 


G 
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Enter Commiſſioners, 


Com. War. 
All. War. 
1 Com. Th* Amazon Queen drags Henyy to the Battel, 
He faia would keep his Oath, but ſhe'll not ſuffer him. 
Ric. Pm glad of it, I would not for a Kingdom 
Peace ſhou'd chain up that Bloody Maſtiff Clifford, 
And keep him ſafe trom the edge of our keen Swords. 
War. You wrong the Beaſt to give that name to Clifford, 
An Engliſh Maltiff ſcorns to bite a Child. 
Ed. Now let us march to meet the Enemy, 
This day decides who ſhall be King of England, 
The right 15 ours. 
War. And Juſtice will prevail, 
Since Right and Merit both are in the Scale, LExeunt. 


—_—— 
"a> en” _— 


A C 2 bf I Y. 
An Alarm. 
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Prince, Clifford. 


Ch D Amn your unlucky Planets, pray, Sir, get you 
Our of the Batte], *tis impoſſible 
For men to fight the malice of your Planets. 
£s. Hetells you true, Sir, Victory will never 
Come where you are. 
Hen. Victory will not. come 
Where Perjury is, you make me break my Oath. 
Cl. You ought not to have ſworn ſo.ill an Oatl:. os 
Pr. Fatner, you cannot give away my Right, 
14 rather loſe my life than my Inkeritance. 
Cl. Spoke like a Prince. 
Hen, Oh ! Boy, if thou didſt know 
What a Crown was,- thon wou'd(t be more content, 
If Iſhou'd leave thee no Inheritance, . 
But the Example of my vertuous deeds ; 
I with my Father had left me no more- 
Cl. Oh! damn all this! come, let us to the Battel. 


Ex. Cl. Qu. Py. 


Hen, Oh! how this Fellow curſes ? he accuſes My 
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My Stars for my misfortunes, when his Curſes | 

Wound all my Men, and poyſon the Enemies ſhot. 

Wouw'd I were dead if it were Heay'ns good will / LLYe down 
For I am very weary of this World. . 

Troubleſome folly governs all this World. 

Mea live her Vaſlals, and they dye her Martyrs. 

Oh ! happy he who in an humble ſtate 

Only attends on Nature's eaſie buſineſs, 

And brings white heirs down to a quiet Grave, 

Falling to earth, as gently as the Snow. 


Alarm! Enter a Son bearing his Fathey. 


Here comes a wretch laden, as he believes, 

With happy Fortune, 'tis with blo udy folly, 

And Heaven has cary'd Fool on his breaſt with wounds. 
Son, Who © re thou artthy life has coſt me dear, 

But I'll repay my ſelf out of thy Gold ; 

If thou haſt any 3 with the hopes of that 

I took ſuch pains to kill thee. And yet I 

Who plunder thee, may be compePd e're Night, ' 

To give my life, and plunder to another. 

What's this? Oh! Heaven /I have kilPd my Father. 

Oh Father pardon me, I did not wrends day 

I was in London preſt to ſerve the King, _ 

And thou the Earl of Warwick's ſervant prelt, 

To fight on th' other fide, and ſo unknown 

We met and Fought; and ſo unknown I kill'd thee? 

Oh from thy Boſoml will waſh away, 

With tears, the marks of this unnatural Crime. 

Hen. Oh piteous ſpeCtacle! Oh ſad confuſions ! 

What horrid errours, and unnatural ills 

Our horrid and unnatural war produces! | 

Poor wretch, didſt thou want tears I cou'd ſupply thee. 


Enter a Father bearing his Son. 


Fath. Thou that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me ; 
Give methy gold, if thou haſt any gold, 
For I have bought it with a hundred blows. 
Ha ! letme ſee,is this my Enemy ? 
Ah no, my Son, Pve k1lPd my only Son. 
Hen. Ah woe on woe, Heaven ſtop theſe bloudy miſchiefs, 
Though by the Death of me and all my Race. 
Son. Oh have ta'ne his life who gave me mine. 


G 2 Fa: 
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Fath. ON! I've kilPd him foawnonl word hive dyed. 
Son. How will m7 Mochec for my Fathecs death 

Take on witi m2 ? 

Fath. How will my mourning Wife, 

Accuſe m2 of t12 flaugnter of my Son ? 

Hen. low wil my p2ople charge all this on me ? 


Sox. Til ber thee hace and w2ep, but fight no myre. [CEx. 
Fath. II bear thzz h?aceand weep 3 butkill no more, 
Except my ſelf with ſorrow. CEx. 


Hen. Oh poor men ! 

Here is a King more woful than you all; 
For you grieve for your ſelves, | for you all. 
Oh you, who when you ſufter by your Kings, 
'Think to mend all by War, and by Rebellion / 
See here, your ſad miſtakes ! how dreadfully 
You ſcourge your ſelves ! leara here th2z greateſt Tyraat 

Is to be choſe before the leaſt Rebellion. 
And Oh you Kings, wao let your p2ople rule, 
Till they have run themſelves into confuſion, 
Sec here your gentlenels is greateſt Tyranny ! 


Enter Prince, and Queen. 


Pr. Fly, Fathzr fly, all's loſt, your Friends are fled. 
Qu. The day is loſt, and withthe day, the Kingdom. 
Hen. Where's Clifford ? 
Qu, 1 believe he*s dead by this time, 
I met him bleeding with a hundred wounds. 
He all the day rowl'd like a fiery meteor, 
About the field, and burntup men like reeds ; 
But now in lakes of blood his fire is quench'd. 
Poſt you to Scotland with all haſte you can ; 
| will to Fraxce, to beg that Kings aſliſtance. LC Ex. Qu. Pr 
Hen. 1 go, but care not what becomes o' me. [Ex. 


Enter Clifford wounded. 


. Cl. Here burns my Candle out, that lighted Henry. 
Warwick, and all Plantagenets three Sons. 
Andall King Henry's malicious Planets 
With much ado to day have kilPd one man. 
Henry's Stars rnvine me and my fall him. 
Bathis foft ſway made way for his deſtruCttion : 
Oh ! Hezry, hadit thou ruPd as Rigs ſhou'd do, 
Ur as thy Father, or his Father d1d, 


Theſe 


EE 
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Theſe Summer flies had never ſprung to ſting thee, 
Rebels you thrive, and may Rebellion thrive 

That Rogues may cut your throats as you do ours. 
The Ayr has got into my deadly wounds ; 

| am too faint to Fight or Fly; and Mercy, 

I deſerve none, and will have none from Rebels, 

I ſcorn to live by them who deſerve death. 

Fate Guards the Scaffold, but ſhe hates the Office, 
And will ere long let Rebels have their own. 

Pm going ! All you of Plantagenets Race —- 

My comfort is In death - I kilPd your Father. [Falfs 


Enter Edward, George, Richard, Warwick. | 


Ed. Now the great cauſe is come to its deciſion : 
Are any Treops gone to purſue the Queen ? 
On her tame Henry's fortune does depend 
A.s the Seas ebb and flow does on the Moon. 
War. Yes, I took care o' that. 
Rich. My chief care was, 
To hunt the bloudy CliFord, but T cou*d not | 
Find him among the living, or the dead. | 
Way. 1 thought you ſet deatl”s mark ſo deep upon him, 
Death cou'd not miſs him. | 
Geo. Fortune at us ail | 
Play'd him to day, but when he was in danger, 
Snatch*d him away again, as who ſhou'd ſay, 
When | haveloſt this card my game is gone. 


Cl. Oh !— (Groans) | 
Ed. What Soul is that, that takes her heavy leave ? | | 


See who it is, and be he Friend or Enemy 

Uſe him with mercy | 
Ric. No—'tis bloody Clifford. | 
Ed. | 

War. Conor? 


Geo. 
Rich. He's dead! oh that he had but life, 


And ſenſe enough to ſee and hear, and know us / | 

That we might ſcoff him as he did our Father. | 
Ric. Damn him, he counterfeits to ſhun our taunts. 

Clifford, you know me, ask me mercy, Clifford , | l 

I am the Son of your dear Friend, Plantagenet, q 

[ll pity you, for you dia pity Rutland. . | 
Geo. No anſwer ? prithce {wear as thou waſt wont. 


War. He's dead Pm certaingif he does not ſwear. $ 
| Cl. 
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Cl. Damnation on you all—— [Dyes 
Ed. He Curſes! he Curſes! 
War. Theu there is hopes of him, 
E4d.*Twas his laſt Prayer: 
Off with his Head, and place it on the pinacle, 
Where the bold bloudy Slave durſt place our Fathers. 


War. Naw let the Trumpets proclaim Edward King. 


A Flouriſh of Trumpets. 


Trum. Long live Edward the fourth, King of England and France, 

And Lord of Ireland. (a Shout.) 
/ar. Now march to London, Sir, 1 will to France, 

About the Marriage you ſo much approved of 

th-the fair Lady Bona that Queens Siſter. 

Ed. Oh ! thou haſt made me much in love with her 
And all Relations have encreaſ'd my Paſſion. 

War. Sir, She's the faireſt Creature in the Woorld ; 
Andin that Marriage you will not only 
Havea fair bedfellow for your delight, 
But that great King your friend for your ſecurity. 

Ed. 1 cannot marry better ; haſte away. 

War. Pm glad of this,l have ſecur*'d my Miſtreſs. [4/ide. 
Some days ago (as you commanded me) 
1 diddiſpatch an Envoy to King Lewis, 


_ To make the offer, and he ſeem'd unwilling, 


Not knowing what th' event of War wou'd be. 
But now1 with the Sword, that conquer'd Hepry, 
Will go my ſelf Embaſſador, and try, 
I fa French King dare's deny any thing 
To an Engliſh conquering Sword. 
Ed. Oh! thou haſt given me 
A Crown, give me this Beauty, and thou art 
A God to me, thy gifts are all divine. 
Geo. My life too on his bounty does depend. 
War. ls it in me to give you happineſs ? 
Geo. Yes, if a Father can beſtow-a Daughter, 
War. 1 ſhall be very proud, you will accept her, 
Geo. I ſhall be very happy to attain her. 
War. She ſhall be yours, if the King give conſent. 


Ed. My Brother cou'd not have oblig d me more 
Than in this choice. 


War. Then ſhe's at his devotion. 
Geo. Then Pm a happy man. 
Ea. The Earl of Warwick, 


Is 


EEE. 
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Is the good Angel of our Family. 
Ric. Of what itrange ſtuff ſo different from my Brothers 
Aml made? they are all-over love ; 
I have appetite, but not one grain of Love. 
Ed. T hou art not of a mould for love to grow in z 
Men plant not flowers in a Kitchen garden. 
Well, Brother, I create you Duke of Clarence. 
You, Brother Kichard, l make Duke of Glouceſter. 
Ric. 1 donot like the Title, it is om inous/ 
Ed- A fooliſh obſervation ! 
War. Royal Sir, 
I'll take my leave. —— 


Ed. Succeſs attend thy Embaſly, Ex: 
Geo. Pil take my leave. 
Ed. Succeſs attend your love——- Ex. 


Scene a Chamber. 


Enter Lady Grey, and her Woman, 


La. Gr. King Henry beaten? poor enfortunate King ! 
I and my Children are all ruin'd with him; 
The conquerors will ſeize my Husbands lands. 
War. Madam, the greateſt Conquerour is your Friend, 
The Earl of Warwick, he'll preſerve your Fortune, 
Yes, and advance ?em, if you'l give him leave. 
La. Gr. Name not that infolent great man, I hate him. 


Enter a Page. 


Pa, Madam, the Earl of Warwick's coming up. 
La. Gr, He comingup ? how knows he Iam here? 
Pa. His Servants learnt It accidentally. 


Enter Earl of Warwick. 


War. So near fair Widow, and my beating pulſes, | 
And quivering fleſhgive me no notice of it ? | 
For the kind needle never fails totremble 
When it approaches it's beloved Pole. _.. | 
What have you paid formality her wages, | | 
And turn'd off that old Governeſs of Women ? =—— 
Have you yet dryed your eyes; and drawn your Curtains ? | 
Is the Son good enough to be admittedo you ? | 
If fo I hope his humble kindred may, | 
ForI am near a-kinto him in heart. | in | | 

| 
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In ſhort youſhall be mine, if I can give | 
Others a Ctown, Pll give my:felf a wite. 
La. Gr. If you were ſerious, as Ithink you arenot, 
You give me a brave occaſion to revenge 
My Husbands blood and youraftronts to me, 
By making you unhappy ma Wite- 
War. Wcre you the firft of Widows thattalk'd thus, 
I mult confeis I think *ewou'd damp my courage, 
But when this is the conſtant language ipoke 
In the dark fhady Land of Vailes and mourning, 
Shou'd I be ſcar?d, 1 were as rank a fool 
As the dull Heroe that ſhou'd leave a pleaſant 
Country he conquer*d, *cauſe the people ſpeak 
A ſtrange odd Language ; youare a conquer'd Proyince 
And you may keep your Language and your Cuſtoms ; 
But 1 will have the Government and Tribute. 
La. Gr. My Lord, 1 have affairs of greater conſequence 
Then this fond talk, and ſo your humble Seryant. 
War So have not I; anditherefore you ſhall ſtay. 
La. Gr. What do you mean my Lord ? 
War. I mean, my Lady, 
To marry you this day, enjoy you this-nigt. 
La. Gr. My Lord, 1 tell you plainly I donot love you. 
War. AlPs one, 1 tell yon plainly I will have you. 
I know you are a woman of great virtue, 
And time will file away theſe rugged humours. 
But if it donot, though your 1onl berovgh, 
Your body will be ſmooth, your Cheeks be ſoft, 
Your eyes be ſparkling, and your lips be tempting : 
And more perhaps might make me mad with love. 
Ho? calla Parton ! He? 
La. Gr. Now my Lord ? 
F Var. Ay ! now. | F Pigs! 
La.Gr. What, and my Husband dyed fo very lately ? 
Wir. What then ? whathas.the dead to-do with us ? 
La. Gr. \'ll rather go a begging with my Children. 
War. Come lcave this fooling.!—by this kiſs you ſhall. 
La. Gr. I'll dye ere ſuffer al-this barb*rous rudenels: 
W.r. VVell thou art a moſt beauteous Creature, - 
I'm going now Embaſſadour for France, 1. 
Il let thee keep thy humour one-month-more 


| But then at my return be ſure | find thee /- 


Divorc'd fromſorrow and the dead for ever; 
Glve not one ſigh or to the dead or living; 
Sigh thou for any Man alive but me 


And 
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And though a King he had better bea ſlave, | 
- Sigh for the dead, 1'I tear him from his Grave. 
La. Gr. What ſhalll do? for I abhor this man. | 
What comes into my thoughts ? is it not ſaid 
King Edward (for we now muſt call him ſo) 
Lodges tonight at his own Neighb*ring Caſtle ? 
Wom. Yes, Madam. | he 
La. Gr. V'm inform'd he is a Prince 
Of a moſt noble Nature; Pm reſolv'd 
To fling my ſelf in ſorrow athisFee 
And beg him to have pity on my Children, 
What e”re their Father was, they are not his Enemies ; 
And if I canobtain their Father's Lands, - 
Then I ſhall *ſcape this may, I ſo much hate. LEx. 


[Ex 


Scene a Room of State. 
Enter Edward, Richard, Guards. 


Ed. The Scituation of this Caſtle pleaſes me. 
Rich. But, Sir, not me, for P'mafraid it ſtands 
Too near a Beauty that once ſtopt your way, 
And Pm afraid will doit once again. 
Ed. Women are moving Creatures, and may follow us. 
Rich. Pardon my confidence, I love to ſerve 
My Friends as boldly as I fight my Enemies. _ 
Ed. You ſay well, Brother, and Ill promiſe you, 
Nothing ſhall ſtay me here, beyond this night. 


Enter a Lord. 


Lord. Alady, Sir, deſires to kifs your hands: © 

Ric. A Lady? Poxo' Ladies; heistinder 
To every Lady, and will catchnew fire. . ME 
Enter Lady Grey, and her Women : She keiels, kiſſes King Edward's _ 

hand, be raiſes her, andSalutes ber. 1 I 


Rich, A very lovely woman ! he is ruin'd ! 
Ed. I nere hadEyes, or my eyes ne*re ſaw beauty, 
Till this amazing minute. * "— 
Ric. So! he's gone: | i 
Any one may have London now that will. © 
La. Gr. Sir, I preſent you humbly the petition | | 
[Kneels avraih, and the King gates. 


Of a poor Widow, and her little _— - : 
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I am the Widow of one Sir Fohz Grey, | | 
Wha inS. Albar's Battel loſt his Iife, __ 
In the defence ofhim we thought our King. 
if my poor Husband's Loyalty did err, 
He dearly for that fatal error paid. 
My humble prayer is, that my poor Orphags 
May not be puniſh'd for their Fathers Fanlts, 
If erring Loyalty can be a fault.  _ 
E4. | am fo rapt, I mind not what ſhe fay; 
Nor that ſhe is all this while upon her knees : 
Pray, Madam, riſe, —leave us——- [To the Attendants. 
Ric. So ſhe (| find) = : «28 I ART 
Muſt grant a thing, before her thing be granted: * Ex. 
Ed. Had you a Husband, Madam, did you ſay ? mY 
La. Gr. Yes, Sir, I had one at S. Alba#"s Battel ; 
His Name was Sir 7ohn Grey. 
Ed. Oh happy man! 
What excelleace had he above mankind, 
That he ſhou'd be more bleſt than all mankind? 
And have you Children ? "a 
La. Gr. Many poor young Orphans. 
Ed. Oh! wondrous happy mant? enjoy this Woman fk 
I muſt inquire about her, I was never, (Aſide. ) 
Never ſo charm'd before. , .My Lord, come hither, 
Pray do you know this Lady? | 
LoGs IM ESE 
She is the Widow of Six Fobr. Grey of Gradby, 
A man of Quality, and great Effate.  . 
But a moſt vehement Lancaſtriay. 
Ed. No matter: of what Family is ſhe ? 
Lord. Her quality does far exceed her Hitshands 
And yet her Virtuedoes exceed her nally: wy 
She is the Daughter of Sir Richard W; dwle, 
Her Mother was ſometimes Dutchefle of Fedford. 
Ed. Dutcheſle of Bedford ? Ha ! 
Lord. Aaxcchells of: _—_ 
And Daughterof the Eatl of S. PooE 
Ed. Of noble birth, and by her Mothers fide 
Related to the houſe of Lancaſter, _ vine" 
Bord. She is by Marriage, Sir; that was the canſe 
 ThatSir Fob Grey was ſuch a fierce Lancaſtrian. © 
— Ed. She has Beauty, ſhe has Virtue,ſhe hasBirth: (Aſa) 
Why may-not this fair Lady be a Queen ? ey 
But ſhe's a Subje&t, England will not like it. 
And th” Engfzh Nation, like the Sa: it governs, 
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1s bold and turbulent, and eaſily moy'd, 
And always beats againſt the ſhore, that bounds it. 


What ? is the people free, and not the King ? 
Not free where every Slave is free, his bed ? 
Yes, ſo itis, it ſeems, and Exgliſh fury 

Will eaſily with any wind be rais'd, 

To daſh the Palaces, and Beds of Kings. 

Come what come will, this Lady ſhall be mine. 
She ſhall be, or my Miſtreſs, or my Wife. 

What was it, Madam, you deſir*d o* me ? 


La-Gr. To give poor Orphans, Sir,their Father's Lands: 


Ed. Heaven forbidI ſhou'd retain*%em from %erm 


La. Gr. Then, Sir, with humble thanks 1 take my leaye. 


Ed. Hold, Madam, for I muſt haye oneword more, 
| muſt impoſe a Tax upon this Land, 

La. Gr. it ſhall be thankfully, and gladly paid. 

Ed. It will Pm ſure more gladly bereceiy'd. 
It is an eaſie Tax, no more but Loye., 


La. Gr. No Loyal SubjeCts, Sir, but love their King, 


Ed. But this is love, that none but you can 
La. Gr. 1do not underſtand your meani 
Ed. Truly, I ſcarcely underſtand my ſelf, 
For I have gaz'd my ſelf out of my Reaſon. _ 
La. Gr. With your permiſſion, Sir,"lL take my leave. 
me: 


grant. 
Sir. 


Ed. Oh ! yon ſhall never, never part from 

La. Gr. VVhat doyoumean, Sir ? 

Ed. I mean all the Love, 
E*re was or can be in the heart of man. 

La. Gr. Love, Sir ? Y 

Ed. Ay Love.. 

La. Gr. 1 dare not underſtand you, 
Becauſe I dare not think ill of my Prince. 
Ed. Can there be ill in Love? there will be all 


The happineſs to me, glory to you, 


Your heart and mine can poſlibly deſire. 
Why do you tremble, and draw back your hand ? 


You muſt not, ſhall not ſtir till you have granted, 
What all this Ianguiſhing, and preſſing means: 


| La:Gr.Oh! Iſhall ſwoon ! wou*d I had ne'recomehere! 


Sir, I thus low moſt humbly beg of you, - * 

Let it ſuffice your conquering armes have ſeiz'd 

My Husbands life, your laws have ſeiz'd his Lands; 
Seck not to take my honour, and my Vertue: 

I never fought againſt you, ne*re oppoBd you: 

' Ea. 1 wrong her beauty, it ey a Crown; 
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* Every look claims a Kingdom as it's due ; 
AndlI, who gain'd my right,ſhou'd not wrong others. 
Madam, I mean nothing but honour to you; -: 
| am reſoly'd to make you Q 1een-of England.” 
La. Gr. Now, Sir, you mean diſhonour to your ſelf. 
I am as mach unworthy to be Queen, 
As Pm above ſerving an ill defign. 
Ea. Rather the crown's unworthy of your Beauty. 
La. Gr. 1t is impoſlible, you ſhou*d deſcend 
To ſuch mean thoughts. | 
E4. It is impoſlible, 
{ ſhow'd have happineſs without your Love. : 
{ had rather with your Love be your dead Husband,: - 
Than with your hatred be a living King. 
La. Gr. | lately wiſh'd I never had come hece 
For my own fake, I wiſh it now for yours : 
Oh ! think Sir, what will all your Subjects ſay ? 
Ed. They'l ſay, I am in Love. 
Lx. Gr. But will they not - -- 
Be much diſpteasd;' their Prince ſhou'd love: fo low ? 
Ed. 1pgive themleaveto- chuſt'where they like belt ; 
Why ſhow'd | be the only man ifmpog'd on ? 
La. Gr. But I'm a Widow, and have many Children. 
Ed. And | have Children too, though Pm a Batchelour ; 
So we are tryed; andiſhallbe ſure bf Heirs. ; 
La. Gr. But you have'ftnt to Court a foreign Princeſlle, 
May bring your Kingdom great advantages. *; 
| E4. Thenlet my Kingdom go and marry her. 
La. Gr. Conſider,you may entage the Earl of Warwick. 
Ed. He is my Friend, and Servant, not my Guardian. 
La. Gr. But, Sir, they ſay you are promis'd to another. 
E4d. . When Pm a prieſt I will do penance: far it. 
La, Gr. lamafraid you'ltoſe your Subjects love. 
Ed. Why ſhou'd | loſe their love, by toving Subjects ? 
La.Gr. Bat you have many Subjects of more Beauty. 
Ed. My Sabjects if they pleaſe may marry 'em. 
t givethem freedom, - and io take my own, 
I'll cake it too this minute... 
La. Gr. At firſt ſight ? 
You'l think me; Sir, -immodeſt, ſhowd I grant. 
E1. AKing is above forms; Pill have it ſo., 
Thea come away. ' 
La. Gr. What in this Mourning habit ? 
E4. 1 marry not your habit, but your ſelf. 
£4 Gr. The world will much condemn you, Sir- 


# 


Ed. 


Ed. I care not, | 
| had rather live aminnte in your Armes, 
Than many ages in the praiſe of 'Fools. - 


Enter a Gentleman. 


Gent. Moſt happy tydings, Sir ! Herry your Enemy, 
Wandring alone, diſguis'd in-homelyhabit, 
Was taken by the Keepers of the Forreſt,  . 
As he was reading in ſhady Coyert. | 
Ed. Good news indeed: where is he ? bring him to me. 


Enter King Henry in a poor habit, brought in by a Couple of Foreſters. 


Why how now Hepry ? in this humble dreſs ? 
Hen. Inſult not, Edward, over my misfortunes, 
Bux from this garb,in which thou ſcarce canſt know me, 
Learn thou to know thy ſelf; for in my fall 
Heaven humbles every King as well as me. 
Ed. Henry, pity thee,thou doſt not ſuffer 
For thy own Crimes, but thaie of thy uſurping 
And trayterous Anceſtours. To London with him. 
And keep him a cloſe Priſoner in the Tower. 
But lethimthere command all things butLiberty.[Ex.Hen,witha guard. 
How all my happineſles flow together - 
A Crown upon my Head, my chiefeſt Enemy 
Under my Feet, and Beauty in my Armes. [Ex. 


Enter Richard. 


Ric. What?s this ? a Chaplain calPd for ? he is mad—-. 
Hell marry her, and marry. at firſt ſight. 
Marry a Subject, nay, and a mean Subject, 
Nay, the poor wretched leavings of a Subject, 
A Widow, and the Widow ofa Knight ! 
I fear this Marriage willenrage the Kingdom, 
But I fear more the furious Warwick's Rage, 
Whoſe haughty temper will not bear the affcont 
Of being ſent on*' a mock-Embaſlly. _ : 
Now, though Id have him fighthim, have him kill him, 
Kill both my Brothers, if hed ſet up me: 
' But that he cannot do, for he muſt fight 
in Henry's Name, and ſo mult ſet up Henry. 
He's not far from hence, Iil after him, 


And 
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And for my own ſake I will pacify him; 
And)let the King mean while finiſh his marriage. 
For I wou'd haye him finiſh it, becauſe 

I'm told- he has another Wife, if ſo, 

The Children of this Marriage muſt be Baſtards, 
Then when Pve kill'd Henry, and his Son, 

And by ſome Arts deſtroy'd my Brother Clarence, 
The King: once dead, Pll Baſtardize his Children; 
Then am I King, but ſome will ſay by Villany : 
That's Villany, that by it?s ill ſucceſs | 

Betray's a man and into ruin throws ; 

When once it gains a Crown, it vertue grows. [Ex. 


The Scene a Chapel 
Edward, and Lady Grey, A Prieſt, Attendants. The ſolemnity ended. 
Enter Lady Elianor Butler. 


La. El. Ha! is it ſo? and canthe news be true ? 
It cannot be, PII not believe my Eyes, ; 
Pl] know the. truth ——— King Edward. 
Ed, Lady Elianor ?!—— 
La. El. My heart's ſo full I cannot ſpeak to: him. 
Ha ! is he ſhunning me? Nay, then he*s guilty. 
What is the cauſe, King Ezward, you wou'd ſhun me ? 
Am I ſo ſtrangely chang'd fince I laſt faw you, 
You cannot bear my ſight ? 
Ed. No ſurely, Madam, 
You are not alter'd for the worſe, I'm certain, 
And for the better'tis impoſlible. 
La. El. Oh ! Sir, your paſſion*sdead,and you are weaving 
Garlands of fine expreſſions for it's Fun:ral. 
If my ſmall beauty were extreamly improv'd, 
I were a horrid ſight to thee ; an Angel 
Is a moſt dreadful Viſion to a finner. 
La. Gr. Who is this? oa 
Ed. One your beauty Triumphs'over. 
La. El. Come to the Bar, and anſwer me, great ſigner, .. 
What doſt thou with this wretched Woman here ? 
How far haſt thou undone thy Soul and ”y rY 
I'm told, thou haſt ſinn'd with her even to Marriafpe- 
Thou durſt not do it ſure/— ſay, is it true ? 
Ed. Madam, 1 muſt confeſs, *tis very true. | 
La. El. gow? is it true ? | 
Ea. Yes, Madam, it is true. La. El 


E- La El. What after all the Oaths thou haſt ſworn to me? 
i Bd. Beauties, like palaces, have ſeveral ways 
Of acceſs to%em; Ibeliey'd thoſe Oaths - __ 
A form of ſpeaking, which did pleaſe you beſt. 
W hat form o' damning in do you expett ? 
The loweſt place in Hell ? | 
Ed. Rather a. place _ TONE, 
Among the Saiiits of the Old Teſtament.” 
La.El.Yes, Jewiſh Saints; but pray,willChriſtianSaintſhip 
Admit ſuch things ? GON YT” 
Ed. Oh! yes! I, whenTpleaſe, 
Can have adiſpenſation frambis Holineſs: 
La El. What thea his Holineſs will be your pazdon ? 
A very excellent;office for a Pope !  _.,. | 
To be the Univerſal Bawd of Chriſtendom ! 
A very excellent Shepherd, that will give 
His ſheep a diſpensation to be rotten / 
Ed. Well, you ſhall be my fair Confeſlor then, 
Fil own my ſins to you, and ask your pardon. 
La. El. And doſt thou hope to have it ? 
Ea. 1 will give you 
Any other ſatisfaCction- 
La. El. What? thy blood? 
Do, kill thy ſelf I ſwear Pll pardon thee. 
Ed. 1 wou'd do much for that; but 1wou'd live 
A little while to mend and to repent. £4 
La.Ei.Would'ſt thou repent? oh? I will pray thou mayſt, | 
Oh may heaven laſh thee with ſo many plagues, 
May fill thee, and ſurround thee with repentance / 
I will not curſe this moſt unhappy V Vaman ; 
For ſhe alas ! is curſt enough in thee. 
Poor VVoman, he has gulFd thee horridly., 
For he has only pick'd the name of wife - ; - 
Out of my Marriage ſheets, to hide thy ſhame with. 
As for his love in which thou think*ſt thee hapP? 
"Tis like a Green-land-Summer, ſhort and bot, 
And whillt it laſts ?tis day, all ſmiling day, 
But ſoon he goes to viſit other provinces, 
But oh ! he never like the Sun returns. 
Farewel, poor wretch, pitied not envied by me, 
Thou think'ſt we part with very different fortunes, 
I go to ſorrow, and thou ſtay®ſt with joy z 
Alas !I leave thee but in a fools paradiſe, 
And yery ſhortly we ſhall meet in Bedlam. 
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La. Gr.Oh, Sir, Ilike not this / this is an ill 
Beginning o' this day. 

Ed. VVhy ſo, my Love? 
That's well begun, ttat is begun with ſacrifice, 
She is thy ſacrifice. | 


ACry within, Arm, Arm. Treaſon, VVarmick ! VVarwick / 


1 hen Enter Warwick and his Souldiers, and ſeize Edward, and Lady 
Grey. Y 


Ed. Why how now Warwick ? What doſt mean by this ? 

War. W hat mean'ſt thouDuke to put this ſcorn upon me? 

Ed. Duke ! when we parted thou didſt call me King. 

War. Then I diſgrac'd the Title, and 1 gave it ! 
To one, who merit's not the name of Friend. 

Were l a King, Þ'd hang that common Fellow, 
That ſhon'd abuſe a Friend, as thou haſt me, 
And ſuch a friend as I have'been to thee: 

Ed. Thou doſt abuſe thy ſelf, -in-talking- thus. 

War. Then itis no abuſe to me, to make me x 
The ſcorn of every French Pa ge, and waiting Woman. 
The Marriage is agreed on, nothing wanting 
To compleat all, but my arrival there, 

Andall my Equipage and Train are gone. - 

Now, when inſtead of me, this news arrives, 

I ſhall have all my Servants hiſt from France,*. 

My ſelf be made a Common Þpublick jeſt, 

I ſhall be calPd the great Ambaſſador, 

That goe's with ſplendour to negotiate'nothing. 

But my Embaſlage is but like my conqueſt, 

For I have fought for thee, thatis, for :nothing. 

I've ſtole the Royal Robes to adorn nothing, 

And help it to another nothing Woman. ; 

La. Gr. Vll tell you, Sir, whence allthis fury ſpring's; 
This havghry Lord, who thinks-his Sword has given 
Chains to our Sex, as well as tothe men, PF 
Did ſtrive to drag me to his marriage bed. 

And uſing many threats, I out of fear; 


| Made ſome faint yiekdings, but he finding now 


I'm plac'd above his reach, his burning envy 


Seek's to-deſtroy what he cannot attain; 


Then calls his fury his reyenge of honour. 
EX. Ts that the myſtery indeed? | 
War, Yes, Dukez 


Thou 
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Thou with a Crown haſt bought a Widow from me ; 
And bought her with the Kingdom which 1 gave thee. 
Ed. Convit thou to ruin me for'loye of beauty, 
And thou thy ſelf rebel for love of it ? 
War. 1 come to puniſh thy ingratitude. 
Ea. 1 did not know thy Love, but ſay 1 did, 
If I commit a fault totake a Woman, 
To whom thou haſt no right, then what doſt thou, 
Who plunder it thy Kings Right, thy Countreys peace ? 
War. Thy glory*s mine, my Sword created it. 
My Crime is thine, thy wrongs tome created it. 
Ed. I'm a great Criminal to wrong a Subject, 
Thou none, to ruin both the King and Kingdom. 
Thus men, like Bears, deyour the young of others 
But ſtrive to lick their own fowl Cubs to ſhape. 
War. 1 do no wrong 1a ruining you all, 
I but reſtore to every thing it's own. 
I to the Kingdom ſhall reſtore the damn'd 
Confuſion, which my Sword took away from it. 
I ſhall reſtore this Womanto her tears. 
1 found her weeping over her dead Husband : 
V1 leave her weeping over thy dead fortunes. 
I will reſtore thee, and all thy Family 
To the ſubjeCtion from whichl advyanc'd it. 
Thy fortunes to their proper ſtate PII bring, 
Beauty ſhallbethy plague, thy foe thy King. LEx. 
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S cene London. 


Enter King Henry in a rich Robe, wnder a Canopy : The Queen and 
Prince followed by Warwick, and Guards, with their Swords drawn. 
Shouts, and Acclamations. They paſs over the Stage. The- Scene 
changes to the Palace. Enter King Henry, Queen, Printe, Warwick. 


on. Ow, Sir, you are King again, this yaliant Lord 
N Hasleft the horrid deſarts of Rebellion 3 -— pj 
Where he, and al: nis glorious deeds were loſt, | 
And found the-Road of Honour. 
War. I confeſs; 


_ Fortune did miſl;ad me, and I the Ringdom, , Ki 
I 


- 
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To give your Royal Rights to a falſe Prince, 
Who has ths Royal bloud, no Royal Vertues; 
So has no right tro Crowns thoſe vertues gain'd. 


Hen. 1 give yo thanks, my Lord, for your great gifts ; 


Life, Freedom, and aCrown ; 1 call *em gifts, 
*Cauſe you can take?em from m2,, or let me keep ?%em. 
To Life, and Freedom, I have a clear Title; | 
Becauſe I ne*re did any ill, to forfeit ?em. 

ut oh! [ amafraid to wear the Crown 
For fear 1 ſhare the murder that procur'd it. | 


Q4. Oh !Spiritleſs Prince ! born for a Chain, a Priſon : 


Whar if your Grandfather murder*d his King? * 
Muſt you take Phylſick for his ſickneſles'? rn 
Nay, muſt you dye? fora Kings Crownahd Life 
Go both together ; So King Richard pp ifs 
Pr. Sir, all our lives wholly depend on yours. 
And for one fault of my dead Grandfather, 
W hich he perhaps repented, will you puniſh 
Thouſands ? You will ſin to loſe a' Crown, 
More than my Grandfather did do to gain one. 
24. If you willdoom your ſelf to be depos'd, 
Becauſe the Crown was gotten by ill means; 
By the ſame law 
You may hang halfyour Kingdom : 
if men by inheriting their Fathers Fortunes, 
Inheritthe Crimes, by which their Fathers gain'd em, 
Where is the Nation wou'd not deſerve hanging ? 
War. Sir, talk no more; you are, and ſhall be King. 
All power is from Heav'n, Earth,. or Hell. 
Heav?*n ſends you his conſent in my ſuceſs, 
The People ſend you all their votes in me z 


Hen. My Lord, 1 have a Conſcience Pll not part with- 


For this and many Kingdoms ; but you tell me, 
That Royal Virtue firſt gave royal Power 3 

Now I have Royal Virtue, Edwardnone; 

And therefore I muſt Reizn, and he beruin'd. 

Oh! my Lerd, this is a confounding principle. . | 
If Kings may loſe their Rights for want of Virtue, 
And Subjetts are the Judges of that Virtue 3 

Then Kings ar@ Subjects, and all SubjeCts Kings - 
And by that Law that Subjects may deſtroy s 
Their Kings for want of Virtue, other Subjects 
May think thoſe Subjects Rogues, and cut their throats. 
Thus Babel might be builded, but no Kingdom. 


Pr. 
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| Pr. Sir, if you be no King, we are all Rebels, 
| And ought to dye. | | 
War. Andyou ſhall rejgnordye ; 
If you refuſe the Crown, VII carry it tack; 
And with it both your heads, to ranſommine. 
VII quench your lives, as Mariners wou'd do 
Falſe lights,. that lead their Veſſels to deſtruCtion. 
Lu. Why do you paule, Sir, will you rather dye, 
Ard let your Son dye too, e*re beaKing? 
Hen. Powerful Natureis too hard for me. 
Will it not coſt more bloud, if1ſhou'd Reign? . 
War. The VVaris at an end, Edward's my Prigner; 
Not only doom*d by Heaven unfit to Reign; 
But by his fleſh and bloud, his Brother Clarence, 
VVho has reyolted from him, and brought all 
His Troops to mine, andto create between us 
A laſting league, marries my youngeſt Daughter. 
Pr. And 1 have given my heart, 'Sir, to her ſiſter. 
Oh? do not make me wretched every way. 
Hen. Oh! Nature conquers me / 
£4. Oh! happy conqnelt. 
Pr. Upon my knees, Sir, 1 return-you thanks. 
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Enter George. 


War. See, here come*s he, who gallantly to ſerve 
His King and Country will forſake his Brother. 
Geo. 1 thought my blood derived a Crown to us, 
But now 1 find it derives only Treaſon, 
To clear the taint, I come to ſetit boyling 
Over a flaming zeal for the Kings ſervice. | 
War.VV hat think you row,sir ? doyou judge your title 
Good, when your very Enemies proclaim it ? 
Hen. 1 find it's Heav*ns will, that Iſhowd Reign, 
My noble Friends,let me embraceyou both. 
My Lord of Warwick you are fortunate, 
I muſt beg youto rule, for Pm afraid, | 
My thwarting Stars will blaſt this bleſſed Land. 
War. Your Majelty is wiſe, to foreſee evils, 
And good, that you wou'd ſaveyour people from 'em. 
Here ſtands a Prince moſt worthy of command. 
Geo.The world has not more worth, than th' Earl of Warwi«k: 
Hen. Give me your hands, I joyn you both together. 
1 make you both Protectors of the Kingdom, | 1 
Rule you, while 'l wait only on devotion. : 


I 2 Au. 
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4. So, now, my Son, thy inheritance is ſafe. 
Pr. May | be happy 1n my Miſtreſs too ? 
Qu. Yes, if the King conſent. 
Hen. With all my hearr. 
War. The Marriages ſhall then be both this minute. 
Hen. VVith whom is Edward truſted ? 
War. With my Brother, 
The Arch-biſhop of York. 
Geo. I'm told he gives him liberty 
To hunt; and let's him go out ſlender guarded. 
War. 1 will have that reform'd ;. in the meanwhile, 
We openly will proclaim Edward a Traytour, 


And ſeize his Lands. 


Geo. Let's guard this City well ; 
He has friends here,Cchiefly among the Women; 
And they ruie men. 


Scene London. Enter Edward, Richard, diſpuir'd. 


Ed. Ufurping Henry, and falſe changing Warwick 
Little think certain ruin is ſo near *em. 

Rig. I cannot tell whatadſolution 
The Prieſt of York may give his Brother Warwzck,, 
Forall his horrid perjury's and Freafon's, 
Warwick will give him none for your eſcape. 

Ed. I ſhow'd be ſorry if mine/hoſt, th?Arch- biſhop, 
For all his civil entertainment of me, 


 Show'd have his recFfiing paid him with an Ax. 


Ric. So ſhow'dI too, for if inſteadof giving you 
The publick Freedom, which-you had'to hunt ; 
He had confin'd you to Domitiars chage, - | 
Only to hunt flyes in-'4 bedchamber, © _ 
You had not now been here to hnnt his Brother. 
Well, Sir, Go you to all your City Friends, 
FIl to the Court ; I have intelligence, 
How I may eaſily ſurprize your Enemies, 
If it be feazible, Il venture on it. 


LEx 
The Scene a Chapel. 


Prince, George, their Brides, and a Prieſt at the Altar *, near 'em King 
Henry, Queen, Warwick, Guards, Attendants. 


A Shout';, Enter an Officer. - 


Of. Arm! Aim! Arm! Lord Edward's in the City. War. 
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We Ns... SEES | 
Of. 1 wiſh I were. 1 fay; Lord Edvard 
Is in the City. Spray 
War. Inthe Womens hearts? © PHOTO png 
OF. No, in the head of Troops of men and Women, 
There's nothing that can get a Pike or Spit, | 
But cry zhey'l live and dye by brave King Edward. 
Richard is with him ; they are all marching hither. 
War.Oh ! good Arch-biſhop, TS”: 
You are a faithful Brother, * | | 
We arevery wiſe to truſt our ſouls with prieſts, 
When their ownBrothers cannot truſt their heads with'em: 
I know this Traytrous Prieſt has ſold my head 
To Edward, for th* Archbiſhoprick of Canterbury. 
Hex. [to not too raſhly cenſure an Archbiſhop. 
Edward might *{cape by wiles. h 
War. How? cheata Prieſt ? 
Then he deſerves the Kingdom for his cunning. 
Do you think it is eaſie to cheat prieſts, 
Who by the help, but of ſome barbarous words 3 
As, Entity, Unity, Verity, Bonity, 
Qniddity, Quantity, Quality, Cauſality, 
Have conjur*dall you Kings out of their Kingdoms ? 
And Edward cheat a Prieſt, | 
Who let a VVidow cheat him of his Kingdom 2? 
Oh: but yow'll ſay, a VVomancheated Adam, 
But Prieſts cheat women, cheat 'em too of things 
Dear to em as their lives, their bawdy ſecrets. 
They make S. Peter's Keys "Rn 
Open all 7ralian locks 2nough of prating. 
Pl! go beat Edward,and then hang my Brother. 


= , 
: 
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My Lord, 

Draw up your Troops ; you,Sir, ſtay here: To K. Hen. 
You are unfortunate, 

I do not care, 

To have your curs'd Stars among my men. [Ex. 


24. 1'il follow,and do you, Son, leave your Bride, 
And go with us, for Pm reſoly*d to ſee thee 


Heir to the Crown, or dying at my Feet. LEx. 
Px. Fear nothing, Love, 1 ſkall return victorious 
Your Royal bleſling ! [Kneels to the King. 


Hen. V Vhat ſad divining thoughts are theſe within me ? 
Pr. Oh Sir, why do you weep * | 
Hen. For thee, my Son. 


P in 
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I'm bound in duty to thy ſoul to tell thee, | 
Something from Heaven ſuggeſts our deaths are near. 
Thou firſt muſt dye, I muſt behold the loſs 
Ofall that's dear tome, and then muſt dye, 
Pr. Oh Sir! —— 
Hen. *Tis ſo! we neverinthis world 
Muſt meet again. _ 
Pr. Oh how ſhallI be able] 
To fight, when e'rel ſee the enemy, _ 
My King and Father wounds me to the heart ? 
See, my Love's weeping too, Pm ſhot o? both ſides ; 
And in my heart the deadly Arrows meet : 
Pll rather run among the Enemies Swords, 
Than here be kilPd with ſorrow by my Friends. [Ex. 
Geo. So,now will I go joyn my Brother Edward : (Afrae.) 
I am ſecure of Warwick's beautious daughter. 
Now let the Devil take Warwick and his Treaſon, 
He made me take that braſs Coin with his Daughter; 
But I will pay him the damy'd portion back again. 
Hemade me ſwear he'll ſay, but war's a game, 
And ſo is Love, and Gameſters Oaths are nothing. 
My Brothers Souldiers are got in the palace, [Ar Alarm. 
They ſeek their Enemies, but ſhall find Friends. CEx. 


An Alarm. 
Enter Richard, George, Soulazers, and ſeize Henry and the Womes. 


Ric. How now ? thouTraytour / thou unnatural Traytor ! - : 
Geo. Thou wrong'ſt me, Iam as Loyal asthy ſelf. 
V Vhat I have done, was only in deſign | 
To gain this beauty, and now ſhe is mine 
My Loyalty is mine. 
Ric. Can this be true ? Ems 
Geo. Thou ſaw'ſt it true, thou ſaw*ſt 1 fought for thee, 
Ric. Thou didſt ; but believ'd it was thy Cowardize, 
That made thee now betray thy Friend, as luſt 
Made thee betray thy Brother: | 
Geo. It is falſe. 
And if don't appear to day in Battel, 
As valiant, and as Loyal as thy ſelf, 
311 kill my ſelf, 
Ric. Dothat, and Pllembrace thee: 
Bt let's away : our Royal Brother wants us.-— Ex. 
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Enter VVarwick, Queen, a avs puards. 


Ou. Oh! curſed Tcaytour! why wou'd you e're e-trulk | 
On& that was always falſe 2 Mt 1) Yy 
War. I was bewitcl”d,; + . N | 
To truſt a man, who had betray?d his Brother 
Pr. My Fathers words now fink into my breaft ; 
He ſaid at parting, we ſhowd never meet | 
On Earth again. T Vit yi 
| War. VVell if the Viltains murder him, ._- oh; 
I will revenge is bloud, and make you King. 
VVhenerel went to work to make a King, 
I ne*re yet faiPd, whatever ſtuff 1 had 3 | 
But hark the Traytors come ! let us fall on. LEx. Trumpets. 


An Alarm. 


<< 


Enter Edward, Enter Lady Elianor in mans habit. 


La. El. Turn this way, Edward ; here's an Enemy, 
Thirſts for thy bloud. 
[La El, and Ed. F iohit, La. El. falls. 

E4. VVhat bold young manis this? - * 
Thou art diſpatch'd, 1 wonder who thou art. 

La. El.Look on me well—ſee if thon doſt not know Mme. 

Ed. May | believe my eyes ! 5 TR 

La. El. Thou may*ſt, King Edward, 

They ſpeak more truth, thane?ce thou didſt t to me. 
Ed. Oh! killing ſight !, | 
La.El. VVou'd thou hadſt never ſeen me, 

The cold Earth had not beenmy Death-bed then, 

Nor had | needed (as 1 do) two graves, 

One for my felf, the other for my naniee 
Ed. Oh Heaven! 

How havel wrong'd this beautious Creature ? 

Firſt robb'd her of her Fame, now ofher Life / 

La. EL. An! Monarch,dol merit this for Love ? 

Ed. Ohno, but 1 deſerve a thouſand plagues ; 
And I have here with my own hand broke open 
A fair Pandora's boxto let *em out, 

To fly about my head. 

La. Et. Indeed, King Edward, 
My injuries have already found thee out, Have 
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Have driven thee from thy throne, how far will drive thee, 

1 cannot tell, I will not curſe thee now : 

Curſing is not a language ſpoke in Heaven, 

And 1 am very near that glorious Kingdom,. ., 

Therefore 11] ſpeak the language that is bleſſing. 

May this be the laſt day ofall thy Troubles ! © 

Andlbe the laſt woman thou ſhalt wrong! | 

May Heaven forgive thy broken Vows, as Ido, -: 

And quicklier forget ?em all than thon didſt / 

And this one poor requeſti beg of thee : 

Since I was all the ſtaine of my great Family, 

Andl have made thy ſelf, who wert the cauſe of it, 

With thy own Sword, cut ont the: ruined piece, 

Oh hide it, where it may no more befeen, 

But be forgot by all, as?twill by thee! (Dyer. 
Ed. She*s gone ! She's gone ! 

* Oh! thou ſweet injur?d beauty, 

I never ſhall forget thee whillt I live, 

Thy wrongs 1 fear will haunt my mindand fortune, 

In this ſweet ſpot of Earth I fear I've planted 

Much miſchief for my ſelf; I gather*d all 

The Sweets, and now Thorns will ſpring np to tear me. 


Enter an Officer. 


Offi. Oh Sir, the Earl of Warwick, ranges ore 
The Field, with ſo much fury, and ſucceſs 
Your Troops are juſt upon the point of flying. 

Ed. My puniſhment ſo ſoon purſue my Crime / 
This beauties wrongs ſteel that proud Rebels Sword, 
And give it all the kneennels that irhas+ 
Oh Heav*n hide thy eyes from this ſweet Creature, 
At teaſt for this one hour 5, and here I vow, 

I will give o're robbing ſuch ſpicy Iſles, 

And take an honeſt dwelling at nfy own,- 

Leſt ſailing toa fro a Tempeſt fall, 

That ſhall cevenge the injuries of 'emt all. -: 1: 


Enter Edward and VVarwick Fighting, V Var. falls. 


Ed. Now I am King of England, and Iowe, 
My Crown to my own Sword, and not to thitie. - 
War. inſult not, Edward. ſor 1 am not kill'd 6 
By thee, bot Hexries curſed Deſtiny. on 
I'm crufl'd under the wheels of his damn'd fortune; 


\ 
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1 am ground all to pieces by his Stars. 
My fortune ſickned whenl1 firſt came under 'em; 
Truth is, my Spirit led her ſucha dance, 
She cou'd not keep me company, but tyrd, 
Now fit's her down, and like a poor caſt Whore, 
Is glad to be pick*d up by any body. 
Now thou maiſt baniſh fear, for 1 am dying; | 
Who, when 1 1iv'd, cov'd frown thee into a Subject, 
Bury thee in the wrinckle of my brow. 
Ed. Talk not of burying Kings, but rather think 
Of burying all thy Crimes 1n penitence. 
War. My greateſt Crime is, that 1 e're ſery'd thee, 
W hoſe baſe ingratitude has ruin'd me; 
I gave thee Kingdoms, andthou giv'ſt medeath. [ Dyes. 
E4. 1.ne're wrong'd thee, nor didſt thou e're ſerve me, 
Thou haſt been wrong'd by nothing, but my ignorance, 
And haſt ſerv*d nothing, but thy vanity ; 
And nothing eclſel fear will e*ce reward thee. 


Enter George, Richard, ' and Guards. 


Geo. Now, Sir, I hope you will forgive my errours 
For Beauties ſake, for Beauty drew mein, _ | 
And you have felt the mighty power of Beauty. 

Ed. Brother, your errours are all buried under 
Heaps of my Enemies, you have killd today. 
I have diſpatch*d my greateft Enemy ; 
Warwick. will make, and unmake no more Kings. 

Ric. And the bold Amazon Queen, andinſolent Boy, 
Her fierce Son Edward, are both taken Priſoners. | 
I've order'd,Sir, they ſhall attend you here. 


And here they are. 


rY 


Enter Queen, Prince, Guarded as Priſoners. 


_ } 


Ed. So,Madam! — and young Edward, 2 
What ſatisfaCtion will you make to me, | | 
For all the Miſchief you have done my Kingdom, 
And all the Trouble you have given me ? 

Pr. What ſatisfaction wilt thou make my Father, 
Me, and the Kingdom, for thy bold uſurping 
My Fathers Crown, and my inheritance, 
Ruining us, and ſlaughtering our people ? 

Q4. Oh ! that thy Father had been ſo reſoly'd ! 

: of | Rite . 
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Ric.That ſo your Diſtafmight have been our Scepter. 
Pr. Why,how now Zſop ? Nay, miſtake me not, 
Kſop I mcan in Body not in mind. 


Ric. Brat ! l will cruſhthy brains out. 
Ed. Hold, forbear 
He is a Boy. 


Ric. Why, then to School with him, 
To learn him mangers. 

Pr.1f I learathy manners, 
The Devil muſt be my Tutour. 

Ea. Hold your peace, 
You fooliſh Child. 

Geo. The Boy's too malapert. 

Pr.The manistoo perjur*d, 1 mean pecjur'd George, 
And you are all Traytors to me your Prince. 

Ed. How now, proud Boy ? take that. 

[Strikes him with bis hand. 


Ric. Nay, then take that 
Geo. And that for twitting me with Perjury. 
. ---  URich. 4nd Geo. draw, 41d ka/l him. 

£Q«. Oh! they have kilPd my Son — oh mucderers ! 
On! kill me too.'” . | : 

Ric, Marry with all my heart! 

h : [The Qu. ſwo ons upon the Prince. 

Ed. Hold, Brother, we have done too much already. 
Why wou'd you cruelly kill the poor Boy ? 
I ſtruck him in my Choler, but 1 meant him 
No farther harm. | 

Ric. Who can'd forbear ? —— beſides, 
Shou'd we have let him liveto cut our Throats ? 

Geo.What wou'd have grownup with him but Rebelion ? 
Why ſhou'd a Sprig grow up to be a Tree, 
That wow'd breed nothing elſe but Caterpillars ? 

Ed. His Mother Swoon's, uſe means for her recovery. 

24. Oh, my dear Son is kilPd / my Son is killd ! 
Speak to thy Mother, Son ! can'ſt thou not ſpeak ? 
Oh murd*rers, Butchers, Traytors, Cannibals. 

Ric. Hence with this rayling Woman. 

Qs. Ay hence with me, 
Oar of the world ; 1 prithee,R:ichard,kill me: 
Murder is all the Almes thon giveſt the miſerable ; 
Beſtow thy bloudy Charity upon me; 

Have pity on a Queen that begs it of thee. ' 

Ric. We pity not thoſe that are born to beggery ; 
If thou dolt beg, cis but thy native poverty. 


Ed. 
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Ed. Inſult not o*re a miſerable Woman ; 
Madam, I pray go hence, you ſhall be us'd 
With all reſpect. 
. N-. Allthe reſpe&t of Murderers 
Is death ; Oh ! bloudy George do thou beſtow it. 
Gee. I ſwear I will not dothee ſo much kindneſs. 
2s. Ay, but thon uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf. 
Ed. Madam, pray go 
£4. Oh! Edward, Richard, George, 
Be it to you, and yours,as to this Prince, 
_ For *twere a ſhame the Sons of Executioners 
Shov'd e*re be Kings. 
Ric. Away, with her /-——away with her. x 
[The Guard lead out the Qu andcarry ont the Pr. 
Now I will to the Tower to diſpatch Henry, | 3 
Ex. 
LEx 


Till he be kilPd our work is done by halves. ' 
Geo. Sir, If you pleaſe, Il vifitmy young Bride. 
Ea. I have a Beautious Bride to viſit too—— F[Ex. 


Scene, a Room in the Tower, Henry Sleeping. Enter the Ghoſt of Richard 


the Second. 


Gh. Wake, Henry, wake to weep, then ſleep for ever ; 
Thy Kingdom's gone, thy only ſon is kilPd, 
A Dagger ispreparing for thy Boſom ; 
And when thy bloud is ſhed, my blond will fleep. 
I'm that, King Richard, whom thy Grandfather 
Depogd, and murder*d ; and both long and loud 
My bloud for vengeance calPd, and vengeance had, 
Firſt in the wounded Conſcience of thy Grandfather, 
Whom all the Royal Oyntment cowd not heal. 
He liv'd in trouble, and he dy'd with horror. 
And next on the ſhort life of thy great Father; 
Who liv*d no longer than to beget thee, : 
Who haſt loſt all the glories of thy Father, 
And doſt inherit nothing but the curſes, 
Due to thy Grand-fatherz nordoe's the ſtorm 
Of vengeance only fall on the Uſurpers, 
But on the Souls, and miſerableRace 
Of all the Traytors, and the Fools, that Flatter'd 
Thy Grandfather*s ſucceſsful Villany 
Who did not know, - Kings cannot dye alone. 
And now their names are rotting, Childrendying, 
Their Houſes burnt on Earth, their Souls in Hell. 


Grin at your Grandfathers, you dying wretches 
 K 2 Cover'd 
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Cover'd all o'ce with ſhame, and duſt. and bloud: 

For this Eſtate their Villany conveightd you, 

Th' aſcending dirty Vapours of the Earth 

Breed all the [tocms ith? Ayr. When e*ce Oh ! England, 
Thou haſt a mind to ſee thy Cities fir'd, 

Thy people ſlaughter?d, and thy Country deſolate, 
Send all the dirty Fraytours in the Kingdom | 

To climb the Royal Rights, and Throne invade, 

Tien a high road for valt deſtruttion's made. 


The Ghoſt goe 5 out,, andenters with ſoft Muſick, one (lad in ayhite Robe. 


Spir. Let not this frightful Vition, pious Henry, 
Diſturb thy gentle Soul z it is not rais'd, 

To breeda ſtorm, now thowart nearthy Haven ; 
Rather to calm the Tempeſt in thy mind, 

By pointing to thee, on what diſmal Rock 

Thy Kingdom, and thy life are caſt away, 

The blondy uſurpation ofthy Grandfather. 

The Crown of Exgland isnot made of Clay 

The Common pegple, ſo can iiere be crumbled 

Into that dirt, *tis not compos'd tfit : 

Nor made of [ron, the Sword, ſo cannot ruſt ; 

But of uamingled ſolid laſting Gold, 

Of Antient Rights, and *tis the gifzof Heav'n, 

Ther fore to Heaven only can be forteited, 

Therefore ?cis call'd Imperial and Sacred, 
And therefore carefully raiPd in by Laws ; 7% 
And torn will be his ſacrilegious hand, ; 
Who kas no Right to it, and yet dares reaCh it, 
Anddares preſ{umptuoufly pretend a Right, 

Becauſe he ſtands upon the peoples heads, 

Such was the bold Ambition of thy Grandfather, 

And heav*n frowns upon hisSins, not thee : 

Then do not think thy ſelf unkindly us'd, - 

Religious Henry, that Heaven takes away, 

Waat 15 not thine ;, all chat is trulythine - . 
Thou ſhalt not part with, but for - great advantages, 
Thy Son is taken from thee here, to live with thee | 
Above for ever; thou ſhaltloſe thy life, 15 
Oaly to exchange it for Eternity ; 

Loſe humblequict, for exalted Joy; 

A taſte of which wafted in Heavenly Harmony, « 

Pure as this lower droſly air admits, 

I bring thee down toraiſe thy Spirits high, |, 
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ASONG 
Sung by Spirits to King Henry as he lies aſlegp. 


ome, Heavenly Spirits,” comforts bring, 
To the moſt miſerable thing, | 
Can be on Earth, a Ruin'd King. 


As all the Foyes on Earth Unite, 
To make his proſprous Fortune' bright ; 
So every woe, to ſhade his Night. 


He has but one poor foy, the Grave, 
A thing that's free to every Slave, 
And that with eaſe he cannot have. 


For Daggers, Swords, and Poyſon lye 
To guard his Tomb, and make him bu 
With pain the wretched eaſe to dye. 


But comfort, Prince, thy death is near, 
ForDead thou haſt no more to fear, 
A fallen Monarchs Hell is here. 


To Fortune he can nothing owe, 
Fer all that & re ſhe did beſtow, 


He payes again in heavy woe. 


They Vaniſh; and Henry wakes. 


Hen. What have I feen and heard ?—Oh ! come my murderers, 
And ſet me forwards on my way to Heaven, 
Whilſt I've ſuch rich proviſions for my journey. 


Enter Richard and the Keeper. 


Here comes my murderer.,leſs horrid to me 


In bringing Death, than bringing tomy ſight 


The._ 
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The horrid Author of my ſweet Son's death. 
For ſo in dream it was reveal'd to me. 
My bloudy Grandfather deſtroy'd King Richard, 
And now a bloudy Richard deſtroys me. | 
Ric. Go. leave us to our ſelves, we muſt confer, 
Hen. What a Crap) has Roſcius now to Act ? 


Ric. Do you ſuſpect me ? fear haunt's guilty minds; 
The Thief thinks every buſh an Officer. 

Hen. The Bird that ſees the Buſh where once it ſelf 
Was lim'd, and it's ſweet young lim'd caught and kild, 
Cannot but hover round it with misdoubt. 

Ric. What an aſpiring Fool was he of Creet , 

VVho taught his Son the office of a Fowl ? 
And drown'd the Boy by teaching him to fly. 

Hen. Indeed my Boy was {carus,thy Brother 
Edward the Sun that did diſſolve his wings, 

And thou the gulph that ſwallowed up his life. 

But many a thouſand wretched Father more, 
And many an Orphans water- ſtanding-eye, 

And many a Widows Groan, and old man's Sigh 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou walſt born. 
When thou waſt born, nature by horrid ſignes 
Gave notice to the world of coming Miſchief, 
The Birds of night did ſhrieke and cry to tell, 
That Hour there was a Child of darkneſs born. 
Winds blew down Trees as hell were making gallowſes, 
Thy mother had a kind of Helliſh pain 
As $he had been in labour of a Devil. 


Thy legs came firſt, and thou wert born with Teeth, 
And c2m'lt to bite 


Ric. Til hear no more——— dye, Prophet, [Stabs Hen. 
For this (among the reſt) I was ordain'd ! 

Hen. 1, and for much more ſlaughter after this. 
Heaven forgive me my ins, and thee this murder ! 


Ric. Thou didlt ſay truth, came with my legs forward 
Into the World, but *twas to o're take thee, - 


And all that ſtand between the Crown and me. 


= 


Enter the Lieutenant. 


Ric. What noiſe is that ? 

Lieu.The King is Coming, Sir, 
And all the Court with him, to tee the Priſoner, 
And comfort him; the King intends to keep 
His Court here till his Coronation. 


Rich. Nay, then 1 muſt be gone, he will be angry 
At what Pre done 


Ex. Ente' 
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Enter Edward, George, Train, Guard. 
Ed. Where is your priſoner ? 
Lieu. He's murder'd, 
Ed. Murder'd ? Oh! thou bloudy Villain / 
Durſt thou do this, when I commanded thee 
To give him all Princely reſpect and uſage ? 
- Lie. Sir, on my knees I do beſcech you hear me : 
Your Brother, my Lord Richard, came to viſithim, 
And was left with him by his own command, 
And now he's fled ; that none but he cau'd do this deed. 
Geo. Sir, | believe him; this is liks my Brother. 
Ed. Heaven to his crooked ſhape has bent his ſoul. 
He was deſign'd for miſchief, and thruſt forward 
Unfiniſh'd in the World to lofe no time 
And ] believe if we don't watch him narrowly, 
He?l make no ſcrupleto uſe us as rudely, 
For crowding rudely into che world before him ; 
But | believe Pm ſafe, England, by this time, 
Has had enough of Re bels, and Uſurpers. 
I fancy now the Sons of thoſe poor Genlemen, 
Thoſe honeſt fooliſh cheated Gentlemen, 
Who did turn Rebels but they meant no harm, 
Who fought their King,flaughter'd their Friends, and Kinſm:n, 
Deſtroy*d their Country, but they meant no harm, 
And for reward had all their houſes burn'd, . 
Their Wives and Daughters raviſhed, their lands ſeiz'd, 
And themſelves knoCk'd oth? head, but meant no harm. 
I ſay, I fancy their unhappy OfEſpring 4 
Willprove exceeding honeſtLoyal Subjects, 
For by their Fathers Ruine they have learnt VVit. 
Geo. That's all a Nation gets by Civil War. 
Ed. Yes, with the Prodigal they learn, tis better 
Obeying their Kings, the Fathers oftheir Country, 
Than run and waſt their Fortune and their Liberties, 
And do the drudgeries of proud Uſurpers, 
Who will perhaps ſet *em fo keep their Swine. 
And after along beggery and ſlayery 
Return with ſhame and ſorrow to their Loyalty. 
Take up the Body of that uafortunate Prince, 
I will beſtow Royal interrement on it. 
His, and the Kingdoms dreadful Ruines prove, 
a Monarcivs Right is ah unſhaken Rock, 
No ſtorms of War nor time can wear away, 
Ana Wracks thoſe Pirateschat come there for prey. [Ex- 
| EPILOGUE. 
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O a cloy'd lover, with bis Miſtreſs tyr*d, 
How palPd ſhe ſeems, who once was ſo deſir*d ? 


He Shuns ber ſight, and when ſhe comes to qu, 

: Damn her, he cries, tell her I'm not within : 
So nauſeous and unpleaſant now are grown 
All the delights of wit to this cloyd' Town. 
Nowon Religious Brawls your time you ſpend ; 
\ When ſinners grow devant, they're near their end. 
The Nation, of a natural humour Gay, 
T hat in vile. Pamphlets does begin to pr 
The ayd of Raſcals * fot her ſickly State, 
Ts in a malady as deſperate 
As the young Spark, who late Religion ſcorr'd , 
Grown deadly ſick, is a Fanatich turn'd, 
And beg: in bits o' Paper up and down, 
The Prayers of all the Godly of the Town. 
Oh! we are ſich, at leaſt our' brains are bad, 
England 7s ne*re devout till it is mad. 
Our Fathers to their coſt did find it ſo, 
And ſmall things will make mad men fight, you know. 
Oh \ what a Bedlam once was this ſweet place, 
When graceleſs Rogues did Fight about free-orace? 
And wilful Fools wewd-obſtinately ſpill 
His bloud, who durſt ſay man Mats ree-will ? 
Of all our Civil broyles, thoſe we have ſhewn 
To day, our Nutton with leaſt ſhame may own. 
For Subjetts then for loyalty did fight, 
And Princes to maintain their- Royal Right. 
Yet thoſe rich Ornaments were very far 
From gracing that fowl Monſter Civil-War. 
How vgly then ſhe is whtn ridden blind, 
With Pope before, but Presbytcr behind ? 
Such a poor Nation*s cafe 'is yery evil: 
Theſe two wow'd ride a Kingdom tothe Devil. 
Le:rn then, by what you have beheld to day, 
To keep yory wit, and money whileſt you may ; 
Bettcr at Dice io throw away your Wealth, 
Your time at eurſed Plays, with Punks your health, 
Than by damiwad ſenſe:ſs tlondy ſtrifes, about 


No ove knows woat, 6c tred on by the Rout, 


Have your Wealth plinder”d, and your bras 1s beat out, 


Ard dye like Feſu.tes ro be thousht devout, 


FINIS 


—_— 
: —_— 


